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To the Right Honourable, 


Charles Lord Clifford, of Laneſ- 
borough, c. 


My Lord 


T is with a great deal of Pleaſure, that I lay hold on this 
firſt Occaſion, which the Accidents of my Life have gi- 
ven me, of Writing to Your Lordſhip : For ſince, at the 
ſame Time, I write to all the World, it will be a Means 

of Publiſhing (what I would have every Body know) the 
Reſpect and Duty which I owe and pay to You. I have ſo 
much Inclination to be Yours, that I need no other Engage- 
ment: But the particular Ties, by which I am bound to Your 
Lordſhip and Family, have put it out of my Power to make 
Vou any Compliment, ſince all Offers of my ſelt, will amount 
to no more than an honeſt Acknowledgment, and only ſhew 
a Willingneſs in me to be grateful. 

I am very ncar withing, That it were not ſo much my Inte- 


| reſt to be Your Lordſhip's Servant, that it might be more my 


Merit; not that I would avoid being obliged to You, but L 
would have my own Choice to run me into the Debt; that I 
might have it to boaſt, I had diſtinguiſhed a Man, to whom I 
would beglad to be obliged,even without the Hopes of having, 

it in my Power, ever to make him a Return. 
It is impoſſible for me to come near Your Lordſhip, in any 
kind, and not to receive ſome Favour; and while in Appea- 
rance I am only making an Acknowledgment (with the ulual 
under-hand Dealing ot the World) I am at the ſame Time, in- 
ſinuating my own Intereſt. I cannot give Your Lordſhip Your 
due, without tacking a Bill of my own Privileges. Lis true, 
if a Man never committed a Folly, he would never {land in 
need of a Protection: But then Power would have nothing to 
do, and good Nature no Occaſion to ſhew it ſelf; and where 
thoſe Virtues are, tis pity they ſhould want Objects to ſhine 
upon. 
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upon. I muſt confeſs this is no Reaton, v hy a Man ſhould do 


an idle T hing, nor indeed any good Excuic, for it, when done; 
yet it reconciles the uſes of ſuch Authority and Goodneſs, to 
the Neceſſitics of our Follies; and is a ſort of Poetical Logick, 
which at this Tim: I would make uſe of, to argue Your Lord- 
ſhip into a Protection of this Play. It is the firſt Offence I 


have committed in this kind, or indeed, in any kind of Poetry, 


tho not the firſt made publick; and, ther. fore, I hope will 


the more eaſily be par oncd: Bur had it been Acted, when it 


was firſt written, more might have been ſaid in its behalf; 


Ignorance of the Town and Stage, would then have been Ex- 
cuſes in a young Writer, which now, almolt four Years Ex- 
perience, will ſcarce allow of. Yet I muſt declare my ſelf ſen- 
{ible of the good Nature of the Town, in receiving this Play 
ſo kindly, with all its Faults, which I muſt own were, for the 
moſt part, very induſtriouſly covered by the Care of the 
Players; for, I think, ſcarce a Character but recciv'd all the 
Advantage it would admit of, from the j uſt neſs of the Action. 
As for the Criticks, my Lord, I have nothing to ſay, to, 
or againſt any of them of any kind; from thoſc who make 
juſt Exceptions, to thoſe who find Fault in the wrong Place. 
E will only make this general Antwer in behalf of my Play (an 
Anſwer, which Fpictetus adviſes cycry Man to make for him- 
ſelf, to his Cenlurers) vis. That if they who jind ſome Faults 
in it, were as intimate with it as I am, they would jind a 
great many more. I his is a Confeſſion, which I needed not 
to have made; but however, I can draw this ule from it, to 
my own Advantage, that | think there are no Faults in it, but 
what i do know; which, as | take it, is the firſt Step to an 
Amendment. | 5 
Thus I may live in Hopes (ſome Time or other) of making 
the Town amends, but You, my Lord, I never can, tho? I am 
cver | 50 


Your Lord ſbip's 
mot Obedient, and 


% 


moſt Humble Servant, 


Will. Congreve. 
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To Mr. CONGR EVE. 


HE N Virtue in Purſuit of Fame appears, 
And forward ſhoots the Growth beyond the Tears, 
We timely court the riſing Hero's Cauſe, 
And on his Side, the Poet wiſely draws ; 5 
Beſpeaking him hereafter, by Applauſe. 
The Days will come, when we ſhall all receive 
Returning Int'reſt from what now we give: 
Inſtructed, and ſupported by that Praiſe, 
And Reputation, which we ſtrive to raiſe. 
Nature ſo coy, ſo hardly to be woo'd, 
Flies, like a Miſtreſs, but to be purſud. 
O CONGREVE! boldly follow on the Chace: 
She looks behind, and wants thy ſtrong Embrace: 
She yields, ſhe yields, ſurrenders all her Charms, 
Do you but force her gently to your Arms: 
Such Nerves, ſuch Graces, in your Lines appear, 
As you were made to be her Raviſher. 
DRYDEN Has long extended his Command, 
By Right divine, quite through the Muſes Land, 
Abſolute Lord; and holding now from none, 
But great Apollo, his undoubted Crown : 
_ Empire ſettled, and grown old in Poor) 

an wiſh for nothing, but a Succeſſor - | 
Not to enlarge his Limits, but maintain 
Thoſe Provinces, which he alone could gain. 
His eldeſt Wicherly, in wiſe Retreat, 
Thought it not worth his Quiet to be great. 
Looſe, wand ring, 3 in wild Pleaſures toſt, 
And foreign Int'reſts, to his Hopes long loſt : 
Poor Lee and Otway dead! CONGREVE appears, 
The Darling, and laſt Comfort of his Tears : 
May'/t thou live long in thy great Maſter s Smiles, 
And growing under him, adorn theſe Iſles : 
But when when Part of him (be that but late) 
His Body yielding muſt ſubmit to Fate, 
Leaving his deathleſs Works, and thee behind, 
(The natural Succeſſor of his Mind) 


Then 
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Heir to his Merit, b in Fame his donn 
What thou haſt done, fhews all is in thy Pont 
And to write better, only muſt write more, 

*Tis ſomething to be willing to Commend, 
But my beſt Praiſe, is, that I am your Friend, 
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T HO. SOUTHERNE. 


I Mr. CONG REVE. 


Wo | HE Danger's great in theſe cenſorious Days, 
39 IWhen Criticks are ſo rife, to venture Praiſe: 
When the infectious and ill. natur d Brood 
Behold, and damn the Work, becauſe tis good; 
And with a proud, ungenerous Spight would try 
To paſs an Oftraciſm on Poetry. ; 
But you, my Friend, your Worth does ſafely bear 
Above their Spleen, you have no cauſe for Fear; 
Like a well-mettled Hawk, you took your Flight 
Quite out of Reach, and almoſt out of Sight. 
As the ſtrong Sun, in a fair Summer's Day, 
Tou riſe, and drive the Miſts and Clouds away, 8 
The Owls and Bats, and all the Birds of Prey. 
Each Line of yours, like poliſÞ'd Steel's ſo hard, 
In Beauty ſafe, it wants no other Guard. 
Nature her ſelf*s beholden to your Dreſs, 
Fhich tho' ſtill lite, much fairer yout expreſs. 
Some varnty ſtriving Honour to obtain, 
Leave to their Heirs the Traffick of their Brain, 
Like China under Ground, the rip ning Mare, 
In a long Tier perhaps grous worth our Care : 
But you now reap the Fame, ſo well you've ſown, 
The Planter taſtes his Fruit to Ripeneſs grown. 
As a fair Orange tree at once is ſeen, © | 
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Big with what's ripe, yet ſpringing ſtill with green; i 
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F Co at one time, my worthy Friend appears, 
ö With all the Sap of Touth, aud Weight of Tears. 
Accept my pious Love, as forward Zeal, PR 
| |  #hich tho it ruins me [ can't conceal: © 
|  "Expos'd to Cenſure for my weak Applauſe, 
Im pleas'd to ſuffer in ſo juſt a Cauſe: 
And, tbo my Off ring may unworthy prove, 
Take, as a Friend, the Wiſhes of my Love. 
1 l J. MARS . 
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To Mr. CO NG RE VE, on his PLAY called, 
The OLD BATCHELOR. 


III, like true Gold, refin'd from all Allay, 
Immortal is, and never can decay: 

is in all Times and Languages the ſame; 
Nor can an ill Tranſlation quench the Flame: 
For, tho the Form and Faſhion don't remain, 
TH intrinſic Value ſtill it will retain. _ 
Then let each ſtudy d Scene be writ with Art; 
And Fudgment ſweat to form the labour d Part: 
Each Character be juſt, and Nature ſeem; 
Without th Ingredient, Wit, tis all but Thlegm : 

For that's the Soul, which all the Maſs muſt move, 
And wake our Paſſions into Grief, or Love. 

But you, too Bounteous, ſow your Wit ſo thick, 

We are ſurpriz'd, and know not where to pick: 
And while our Clapping does you Fuſtice do, 
Our ſelves we injure, and loſe e new. 
What mayn't we then, great Touth, of thee preſage, 
Whoſe Art and Wit ſo much tranſcend thy Age? | | 
How wilt thou ſhine at thy Meridian height ? 1 
Who, at thy Riſmg, giv'/t ſo vaſt a Light. 
When DRYDEN aying, ſpall the World decei ue, | 
Whom we Immortal, as his Works, believe; a ob 
Thou ſhalt ſucceed, the Glory of the Stage, 4 
Adorn and entertain the coming Age. 

BEVII. HIGGONS. 
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PROLOGUE intended for the Old Batchelor, ſent is 
the Author, hy an -unknown Hand. . | 


OST Authors on the Stage at firſt appear 5 
| Like Widows-Bridegrooms, full of Doubt and Fear: 


They Judge from the Experience of the Dame, 
How hard a Task it is to quench her Flame: 
And who falls ſhort of furniſhing a Courſe, 

Up to his brawny Predeceſſor's force, 
With utmoſt Rage from her Embraces thrown, 
Remains convicted, as an empty Drone. 

Thus often, to his Shame, a pert Beginner 

Proves in the end, a miſerable Sinner. | : 

As for our Youngſter, I am apt to doubt him: F 
With all the Vigour of his Youth about him: y 
But he, more Sanguine, truſts in one and twenty, 

- And impudently hopes he ſhall content you : 

For tho his Batchelor be worn and cold, 4 
He thinks the Young may club to help the Old: 

And what alone can be atchiev'd by neither, 

Is often brought about by both togethe r. 

The briskeſt of you all have felt Alarms, 5 


— 


Finding the fair One proſtitute her Charms 

With broken Sighs, in her old Fumbler's Arms. 
But for our Spark, he ſwears he'll ne er be Jealous 
Of any Rivals, but young luſty Fellows. 

Faith let him try his Chance, and if the Slave, 
After his bragging, prove a waſhy Knave, 

May he be baniſh'd to ſome lonely Den, 

And never more have leave to dip his Pen: 

But if he be the Champion he pretends, > 
B oth Sexes ſure will join to be his Friends; © 
For all agree, where all can have their Ends. 

And you muſt own him for a Man of Might, 

If he holds out to pleaſe you the third Night. 
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S poken by Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


_ £4 this vile World is chang d! In former Days, | 
Prologues, were ſerious Speeches, before Plays; | 
Grave ſolemn Things, as Graces are to Feaſts, 
Where Poets begg'd a Bleſſing from their Gueſts. 
| But now, no more like Suppliants we come; 
A Play makes War, and Prologue is the Drum : 
Arm d with keen Satire, and with pointed Wit, 
We threaten you who do for Judges ſit, 8 
+ To ſave our Plays, or elſe we'll damn your Pit. 
But for your Comfort, it falls out to Day, 
We've a young Author and his firft-born Play; 
So, ſtanding only on his good Behaviour, 
Hie very civil, and entreats your Favour. _ 
+ Not but the Man has Malice, would he ſhow it, 
But on my Conſcience he's a*baſsful Poet; 8 
Tou think that ſtrange— no matter, be'll out- gro it. 
Well, I'm his Advocate — by me he prays you, 
(1 don't know whether I ſhall ſpeak to pleaſe you) 
He prays-— O bleſs me! what ſhall I do now! 
Hang me if I know what he prays, or how ! 
And twas the prettieſt Prologue as he wrote it! 
Mell, the Deuce take me, if I han't forgot it. ( 
O Lord, for Heav'n's ſake excuſe the Play, 
Becauſe, you know, if it be damn'd to Day, 5 
I Hall be hang d for wanting what to ſay. 
For my ſake then hut I'm in ſuch Confuſion, 
I cannot ſtay to hear your Reſolution. [Runs oft. 
| | | 2 | Per- ; 
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Perſonæ Dramatis. 


Heartwell, a ſurly old Batchelor, | 
pretending to flight Women; \ Mr. Betterton.. 
ſecretly in Love with Sylvia, * OE 

Bellmour, in Love e Mr. Powel. 

Vainleve, capricious in his Love; 3 e 

in Love Nich Araminta, A 8 Mr. Williams. | | 

Sharper, Mlr. Alexander. 

Sir Foſeph Witrol, | Mr. Bowen. 

Capt Bluffe, f Mr. Haines. © 

Fondlewife, a Banker, Mir. Dogger. 

Setter, a Pimp, 4 Mr. Underhilk. © 

Servant to Fondlewife. . 2 


WOMEN. 5 4 


Araminta, in Love with Vainlove,, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Belinda, her Couſin, an affected 2 3 
Lady, in Love vith Bellmour, ns. Mountfor 72 
Letitia, Wife to Fondlewife, Mis. Barry. 
Sylvia, Vainloue s forſaken Miſtreſs, Mrs. Bowman. 
Lucy her Maid, Mrs. Leigh. 
; Bet th. | 0 | 4 
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The Scene, LONDON © 
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Old Batchelor. 
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| ACTI SCENE I. The Kreer, 


Bellmour and Vainlove meeting. 


FF Ainlove, and abroad fo early! good Morrow, I thought a 
Contemplative Lover could no more have parted with his. 
Bed in a Morning, than he could have flepr it. 

Vain. Bellmour, good Morrow Why, truth on't is, 

| theſe early Sallies are not uſual to me; but Buſineſs as you 
ſee, Sir-- (Shewing Letters.) And Buſineſs mult be follow'd, or be loft. 
| Bell. Pox o Bulineſs—— And ſo muſt Time, my Friend, be cloſe pur- 
- 4 . -ſv'd, or loſt, Buſineſs is the rub of Life, perverts our Aim, caſts off the 
Biaſs, and leaves us wide and ſhort of the intended Mark. | 
Vain. Pleaſure, I gueſs you mean. 
Bell. Ay, what elſe has Meaning? 
Kain. Oh the Wiſe will tell you—— _ | 
Bell. More than they believe Or underſtand. 
Vain. How, how, Ned, a wiſe Man ſay more than he underſtands? 
_ Bell, Ay, ay, pox Wiſdom's nothing but a pretending to know and be- 
lieve more than we really do. You read of but one wiſe Man, and all 
that he knew was, that he knew nothing. Come, come, leave Buſineſs to 4 
Idlers, and Wiſdom to Fools; they have need of em: Wit, be my Fa- 
culty; and Pleaſure, my Occupation; and let Father Time ſhake his 

Glaks Let low and earthly Souls grovel till they have work'd themſelves | 
fix ſoot deep into a Grave———Buſinels is not my Element 1 roll | 
in a higher Orb, and dwell | | 


Vain. In Caſtles 7th* Air of thy own building: That's thy Element, 
Ned Well, as high a Flyer as you are, I have a Lure may make you 
| | | [ Flings a Letter. | 1 
Bell, 1 mary Sir, I have a Hawk's Eye at a Woman's hand Theres "56 
more 9 


* - - 


= -_ 
„2 * 


' + TD” 
> Ps 
* _ ' ; I 2 he N 
- a ! 1 Log =p 
1 MS 2 
; i Ws * n — * 
1 » | 3 
7 | 2 | 
1 


more Elegency in the falſe Spelling of this Superſcription ( Takes up the 
Letter,) than in all Cicero Let me ſee How now!” Dear perfi- 
dious Vainlove. e Reads. 

Pain, Hold, hold, life that's the wrong. ; 

Bell. Nay let's ſee, the Name { Sylvia!) how can'ſt thou be ungrateful 
to that Creature? She's extreamly pretty, and loves thee intirely 1 
have heard her breath ſuch Raptures about thee 

Hain. Ay, or any Body that ſhe's about 8 

Bell. No faith, Frank, you wrong her; ſhe has been juſt to you. 

Vain. That's pleaſant, by my troth from thee, who halt enjoy'd her. 

Bell. Never Her Affections, tis true by Heav'n, ſhe own'd it to 
my Face; and bluſhing like the Virgin Morn when it diſcloſed the Cheat, 
* that truſty Bawd of Nature, Night, had hid, confeſs'd her Soul 


e + 


was true to you; tho' I by treachery had ſtoll'n the Blifs | Mn 

Vain. So was true as Turtle——In Imagination, Wed, ha? Preach this 
Doctrine to Husbands, and the married Women will adore the. 

Bell. Why faith I think it will do well enough If the Husbands be 
out of the way, for the Wife to ſhew her Fondneſs and Impatience of his 
Abſence, by chuſing a Lover as like him as ſhe can, and what is unlike 
ſhe may help out with her own Fancy. ; ks 

Vain. But is it not an Abuſe to the Lover to be made a Blind of? For 
ſhe only ſtalks under him to take aim at her Husband. hs 

Bell. As you ſay, the Abuſe is to the Lover, not the Husband: For tis 
an Argument of her great Zeal towards him, that ſhe will enjoy him in 
Effigy. N "x 

Vain. It muſt be a very ſuperſtitious Country, where ſuch Zeal paſſes 
for true Devotion. I doubt it will be damn'd by all our Proteftant Huſ- 
bands for flat Idolatry But if you can make Alderman Fondlewife of 
your Perſuaſion, this Letter will be needleſs. £2 onthe 

Bell. What, the old Banker with the handſom Wife? 

Vain. Ay. | * 8 | 

Bell, Let me ſee, Letitia. Oh tis a delicious Morſel. Dear Frank, 
thou art the trueſt Friend in the World. 

Vain. Ay, am I not? To be continually ſtarting of Hares for you to 
courſe, We were certainly cut out for one another? for my Temper quits 
an Amour, juſt where thine takes it up Bur read that, it is an Ap- 
Pointment for me, this Evening; when Fondlewife will be gone out of 

—Town, to mect the Maſtcr of a Ship about the return of a Venture which 

he's in danger of loſing. Read, read. | 

Bell. Reads. Hum, hum Out of Town this Evening, and talks of 
ſending for My. Spintext to keep me Company; but [ll take care, he ſhall net 
be — 24 of Good Spintext! Oh the Fanatick one-cy'd Parſon! 

Vain. Ay. 3 5 

Bell. Reads. Hum, hum That your Converſation will be much more 
agreeable, if you can counterfeit his Habit to blind the Servants, Very = 
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Then I muſt be diſguiſed——With all my Heart It adds a Guſto to 
an Amour; gives it the greater reſemblance of Theft; and among us lewd 
_ Mortals, the deeper the Sin the ſweeter. Frank, I'm amaz'd at thy good 
Nature | bo 
Vain. Faith I hate Love when tis ſorced upon a Man, as I do Wine 
And this Buſineſs is none of my ſeeking; I only hapned to be once or 
twice, where Latitia was the handſomeſt Woman in Company, ſo conſe- 
quently apply'd my ſelf to her And it ſeems ſhe has taken me at my 
Word Had you been there, or any Body, 't had been the ſame. 

Bell. 1 wiſh I may ſucceed as the ſame. 

Vain. Never doubt it; for if the Spirit of Cuckoldom be once raiſed up 
in a Woman, the Devil can't lay it, till ſhe has dor't. 

Bell. Prithee, what ſort of Fellow is Fondlewife ? | 

Vain. A kind of Mongrel Zea'ot, ſometimes very preciſe and peeviſh: 
But I have ſeen him pleaſant enough in his way; much addicted to Jea- 
louſie, but more to Fondneſs: So that as he is often Jealous without a 
Cauſe, he's as often ſatisfied without Reaſon. | > 

Bell. A very even Temper, and fit for my purpoſe. I muſt get your 
Man Setter to provide my Diſguiſe. | 

Vin, Ay, you may take him for good and all if you will, for you 
have made him fit for no body elſe Well 

Bell, You're going to viſit in return of Sl vias Letter: Poor Rogue. 
Any hour of the Day or Night will ſerve her But do you know nothing 
of a new Rival there? „ 

Vain. Yes, Hlearhvell, that ſurly, old, pretended Woman-hater thinks 
her Virtuous; that's one reaſon why I fail her: I would have her fret her 
ſelf out of conccit with me, that ſhe may entertain ſome Thoughts of 
him. I know he viſits her ey'ty. Day. 

Bell. Yet rails on ſtill, and thinks his Love unknown to us ; a litte time 
will ſwell him ſo, he muſt be forc'd to give it birth, and the Diſcovery 
muſt needs be very pleaſant from himſelf to ſee what pains he will take, 
and how he will ſtrain to be deliver'd of a Secret, when he has miſcarricd 
on't already. gn | 

Vain. Well, good Morrow, let's dine together, I'll meet at the old place. 

Bell. With all my Heart, it lyes convenient for us to pay our Afternoon 
Service to our Miſtreſſes; I find Iam damnably in Love, I'm fo uneaſie 
for not ſeeing Belinda yeſterday. wr 
Vain. But I faw my. Araminta, yet am as impatient, [ Exit. 

Bell. Why what a Cormorant in Love am I! who not contented with 
the ſlavery of honourable Love in one place, and the pleaſure of enjoying 
ſome half a ſcore Miſtreſſes of my own acquiring; muſt yet take YVainlove's 
- Buſineſs upon my hands, becauſe it lay too heavy upon his; So am not 
only forc'd tolye with other Mens Wives for em, but muſt alſo undertake 
the harder Task of obliging their Miſtreſſes—— I muſt take up, or I ſhall 
never hold out; Fleſh. and Blood cannot bear it always. | 
Ws | Enter 


1 


: Enter Sharper. 
Sharp. I'm ſorry to ſee this, Ned: Once a Man comes to his Solilo- 


quies I give him for gone. ; | 

Bell. Sharper, I'm glad to ſee thee. : 

Sharp. What, is Belinda cruel, that you are ſo thoughtſuls?;ʒ; 

Bell. No faith, not for that But there's a Buſineſs of Conſequence 
1 Fall'n out to Day that requires ſome Conſideration. 

Sharp. Prithee what mighty Buſineſs of Conſequence canſt thou have? 
| | Bell. Why you muſt know, tis a piece of Work toward the fiiuſhing of 
| an Alderman; it ſeems I muſt put the Jaſt hand to it, and dub him Cuck- 4 
old, that he may be of equal Dignity with the reſt of his Brethren: So 

muſt beg Belinda's Pardon 
Sharp. Faith e'en give her over for good and all; you can have ne 
hopes of getting her for a Miſtreſs, and the is too proud, too inconſtant, too 
affected and too witty, and too handſome for a Wife. 

Bell. But ſhe can't have too much Mo There's twelvethouſand 
Pound, Tom,—'Tis true ſhe is exceſſively * and affected, but in 
my Conſcience I believe the Baggage loves me, for ſhe never ſpeaks well 
df me her ſelf, nor ſuffers any body elſe to rail at me. Then, as I told you, 
there's twelve thouſand Pound---Hum---Why faith upon ſecond Thoughts, 
ſhe docs not appear to be ſo very affected neither Give her her due, I think 


1 
the Woman's a Woman, and that's all. As ſuch I'm ſure I ſhall like her; 


for the Devil take me if I don't love all the Sex. "I 
Sharp. And here comes one who ſwears as heartily he hates allthe Sex. 


Euter Heartwell, | : 


Bell. Who, Heartwell! Ay, but he knows better things How new 
George, where haſt thou been fnarlingodious Truths, and entertaining Com- 
tt pany like a Phyſician, with Diſcourſe of their Diſcaſes and Infirmities? 
i What fine Lady haſt thou been putting out of Conceit with her ſelf, and 
" ee that the Face ſhe had been making all the Morning was none of 
0 er own? for I know thou art as unmannerly and as unwelcome to a Wo- 
ma", as a Looking-glaſs after the Small- pox. of 

Heart. I confeſs I have not been ſneering fulſom Lies and nauſeous 
. Flattery, fawning upon a little taudry Whore, that will fawn upon me 
5 again, and entertain any Puppy that comes; like a Tumbler with the 
4 | ſam Tricks over and over. For ſuch I gueſs may have been your late Em- 
5 ployment. wo, 5 
3 | Bell. Would thou hadſt come à little ſooner, Yainlove would have 
. 0 wronyht thy Converſion, and been a Champion for the Ca ſ. 
ff 35 Heart. What, has he been here? that's one of Love's April-Fools, is 


5 | always upon ſome Errand that's to no purpoſe, ever embarking in Ad n- 
| tures, yet never comes to Harbour. | Sharp. 


Sharp. That's becauſe he always ſets out in foul Weather, loves to buſ- 
fet with the Winds, meet the Tide, and fail in the Teeth of Oppoſition. 
Heart. What, has he not dropt Anchor at Araminta? 
Bell, Truth ont is ſhe fits his Temper beſt, is a kind of floating Iſland; 
ſometimes ſeems in reach, then vaniſhes and keeps him buſied in the ſearch. 
Sharp. She had need have a good ſhare of Senſe to man age ſo Capricious 


a Lover. 


Bell. Faith I don't know, he's of a Temper the moſt eaſie to himſelf in 
the World; he takes as much always of an Amour as he cares for, and 


quits it when it grows ſtale or unpleaſant. 


Sharp. An Argument of very little Paſſion, very good Underſtanding, 


and very ill Nature. 

Heart. And proves that Vauinlove plays the Fool with Diſcretion. 

Sharp. You Bellmour are bound in Gratitude to ſtickle for him; you 
with pleaſure reap that Fruit, which he takes pains to ſow : He does the 
Drudgery in the Mine, and you ſtamp your Image on the Gold. 

Bell. He's of another Opinion, and ſays I do the Drudgery in the Mine; 
well, we have each our ſhare of Sport, and each that which he likes beſt; 
*tis his Diverſion to Set, tis mine to Cover the Partridge. 

Heart. And it ſhould be mine to ler em go again. | 

Sharp. Not 'till you had Mouth'd a little George, I think that's all thou 
JJ 

Heart. Good Mr. Young-fellow, you're miſtaken; as able as your ſelf, 
and as nimble too, tho' I may'nt have ſo much Mercury in my Limbs; tis 


true indeed, I don't force Appetite, but wait the natural Call of my Luſt, 


and think it time enough to be lewd, after I have had the Temptation. 

Bell. Time enough, ay too ſoon, I ſhould rather have expected, from 
a Perſon of your Gravity. | 

Heart. Yet itis oftentimes too late with ſome of you young, tarmagant 
flaſhy Sinners——you have all the Guilt of the Intention, and none of the 
Pleaſure of the Practice——'tis true you are ſo eager in purſuit of the Temp» 
tation, that you fave the Devil the trouble of leading you into it: Nor 
is it out of Diſcretion, that you don't ſwallow that very Hook your ſelves 
have baited, but you are cloy'd with the Preparative, and what you mean 
for a Whet, turns the Edge of your puny Stomachs. Your Love is like your 
Courage, which you ſhew for the firſt year or two upon all Occaſions; till 
in a little time, being diſabled or diſarm' d, you abate of your Vigour; and 
that daring Blade which was ſo often drawn, is bound to the Peace for 
ever after. | | | 

Bell. Thou art an old Fornicator of a ſingular good Principle indeed ! 
* art for encouraging Vouth, that they may be as wicked as thou art at 
thy Vears. | | 

e I am for having every body be what they pretend to be; a 
Whoremaſter be a Whoremaſter; and not like Yainlove, kiſs a Lap-Dog 
with Paſſion, when it would diſguſt him from the Lady's own Lips. ME 
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Bell. That only happens ſometimes, where the Dog has the ſweeter 
Breath, for the more cleanly Conveyance. But, George, you muſt not quar- 
rel with little Gallantries of this nature: Women are often won by em. 
Who would refuſe to kiſs a Lap-Dog, if it were preliminary to the Lips 
of his Lady? 

Sharp. Or omit playing with her Fan, and cooling her if ſhe were hot, 
when it might intitle him to the Office of warming her when ſhe ſhould 
be cold? 

Bell. What is-it to read a Play in a rainy day, when it may be the means 
of getting into a fair Lady's Books? Though you ſhould be now and then 


VF 


interrupted in a witty Scene, and ſhe perhaps preſerve her Laughter, 'till 
the Jeſt were over; even this may be born with, conſidering the Reward 


in proſpect. 3 

Heart. I confeſs, you that are Womens Aſſes bear greater Burdens, are 
forced to undergo Dreſſing, Dancing, Singing, Sighing, Whining, Rhy- 
mins Flattering, Lying, Grinning, Cringing, and the Drudgery of loving 
to t. | | , 

Bell. O Brute, the Drudgery of loving! " 

Heart. Ay, why to come to Love through all theſe Incumbrances is 
like coming to an Eſtate overcharg'd with Debts, which by the time you 
have pay d, yields no further Profit than what the bare Tillage and Ma- 
turing of the Land will produce at the expence of your own Sweat. 

Bell. Prithee how doſt thou love? 

Sharp. He! he hates the Sex. 

8 0 * So I hate Phyſick too——yet I may love to take it for my 
ealth. 

Bell. Well come off, George, if at any time you ſhould be taken ſtraying. 

Sharp. He has need of ſuch an Excuſe, conſidering the preſent ſtate of 
his Body. | 

Heart. How d'ye mean? 2 

Sharp. Why if whoring be purging (as you call it) then I may ſay 
Marriage is entering into a Courſe of Phyſick. | | | 

Bell, How, George, docs the Wind blow there ? 

Heart. It will as ſoon blow North and by South——Marry, quotha! I 
hope in Heay'n I have a greater portion of Grace, and I think I have 
baited too many of thoſe Traps, to be caught in one my ſelf. 

Bell, Who the Devil would have thee? unleſs twere an Oyſter-woman, 
to propagate young Fry for Bilingſpate thy Talent will never recom- 
mend thee to any thing of better quality. : 

Heart. My Talent is chiefly that of ſpeaking Truth, which I don't ex- 
pect ſhould ever recommend me to People of Quality) I thank Heav'n, 
I have very honeſtly purchas'd the hatred of all the great Families in Town. 

Sharp. Aud you in return of Spleen hate them: But could you hope to 

be receriv'd into the Alliance of a noble Family 


Heart. No, I hope I ſhall never merit that Affliction to be 8 
a with 


. 


* 1 
C — 
; N : * b 
by : 1 1 SET * * 2 27 * 25 . 
* „ * 7 IR” 
y 1 - ads 3 R 4 
W 4 1 « * Y J © 4 — * 
- N P 4 


Oe. La 
with a Wife of Birth be a Stag of the firſt Head, and bear my Horns 
aloft, like one of the Supporters of my Wite's Coat. S'death I would not 
be a Cuckold to cer an illuſtrious Whore in England. . 
Bell, What not to make your Family, Man! and provide for your Chil- 
dren? | 3 
Sharp. For her Children you mean. 
Heart. Ay there you've nickt it there's the Devil upon Devi 
Oh the Pride and Joy of Heart 't would be to me, to have my Son and 
Heir reſemble ſuch a Duke to have a fleering Coxcomb ſcoff and cry, 
Mr. your Son's. mighty like his Grace, has juſt his Smile and Air of's Face. 
Then replies another methinks he has more of the Marqueſs of ſuch 
a Place, about his Noſe and Eyes; though h' has my Lord what d'ee- 
calls Mouth to a Tittle Then I to put it off as unconcern'd, come 
chuck the Infant under the Chin, force a Smile, and cry, ay, the Boy 
takes after his Mother's Relations when the Devil and ſhe knows, tis 
a little Compound of the whole Body of Nobility. 
Bell. and Sharp. Ha, ha, ha. | 
Bell. Well but George, I have one Queſtion to ask you 
Heart, Pox I have pratled away my Time I hope you are 1n no 
haſte for an Anſwer for I ſhan't ſtay now. | Looking on his Watch. 
Bell. Nay, prithee George | X 
Heart. No, beſides my Buſineſs, I ſee a Fool coming this Way. Adieu. 
5 Exit. 
Bell. What does he mean? Oh here he comes, ſtand cloſe, 5 em 
pas. 


F 4 E 


Sir Joſeph Wittol and Capt. Bluffe croſs the Stage. 


Sharp. What in the Name of Wonder is it? 

Bell. Why a Fool. | 

Sharp. Tis a tawdry Outſide, 5 | 

Bell. And a very beggarly Lining--yet he may be worth your Acquain- 
tance---a little of thy Chymiſtry, Tom, may extract Gold from that Dirt. 

Sharp. Say you ſo? faith I am as poor as a Chymiſt, and would be as in- 
di ſtrious. But what was he that followed him? Is not he a Dragon that 

watches thoſe Golden Pippins? IH x. 
Bell. Hang lym, no, he a Dragon! if he be 'tis a- very proce one, I 
can enſure his Anger dormant; or ſhould he ſcem to rouſe, tis but well 
laſhing him, and he will ſlecp like a Top. 

Sharp. Ay, is he of that Kidney ? 

Bell. Vet is ador'd by that Biggot, Sir Joſeph Wirtol, as the Image of 
Valour: He calls him his Back, and indeed they are never aſunder—— 
yer laſt Night, I know not by whit Miſchance, the Knight was alone, 
and had fallen into the Hands of ſome Nighr-walkers, who I ſuppoſe would 
have pillaged him: But I chanc'd to c_ by and reſeued him, voy 1 

: | | 2 ' elieve 
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believe he was heartily er for as ſoon as ever he was looſe, he ran 


away, without ſtaying to ſee who help'd him. 

Sharp. Is that Bully of his in the Army? | | 
Bell. No, but is a Pretender, and wears the Habit of a Soldier, which 
now-a-days as often cloaks Cowardice, as a black Gown does Atheiſm - 
You muſt know he has been abroad——went purely to run away. from a 
Campaign; enrich'd himſelf with the Plunder of a few Oaths; —— and 


here vents'em againſt the General, who ſlighting Men of Merit, and pre- 


ferring only thoſe of Intereſt, has made him quit the Service. 


Sharp. Wherein no doubt he magnifies his own Performance. 
Bell. Speaks Miracles, is the Drum to his own Praiſe—— the only 


Implement of a Soldier he reſembles, like that, being full of bluſtring 


* 
* 


Noiſe and Emptineſs b 
Sharp. And, like that, of no uſe but to be braten. f 


Bell. Right, but then the Compariſon breaks, for he will take a Drub- 
bing with as little Noiſe as a Pulpit Cuſhion, | : 
harp. His Name, and I have done, | 
Bell. Why that, to paſs it current too, he has gilded with a Title; he 

is call'd, Captain Bluffe. 3 | N : 
Sharp. Well, ll endeavour his Acquaintance — you ſteer another 


For Love's Iſland: J, for the Golden Coaſt, 
May each ſucceed in what he wiſhes moſt. g : 
| | Exeunt. 
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ACT IESCENTE LB 
Sir Joſeph Wittoll, Sharper following. | 


Sharp. 9 that's he, and alone. ä 
Sir 70. Um Ay this, this is the very damn'd place; the 
inhuman Cannibals, the bloody-minded Villains would have Butcher'd 
me laſt Night: No doubt, they would have flea'd me alive, have fold my 
Skin, and devour'd my Members. | | 
Sharp. How's this! | 1 
Sir Fo. An it hadn't been for a civil Gentleman as came by and fright- 
en'd 'em away——bur agad I durſt not ſtay to give him Thanks. | 
Sharp. This muſt be Bellmour he means——ha! I have a Thought = 
Sir Fo. Zooks, would the Captain would come; the very Remem- 
brance makes me quake; agad I ſhall never be reconciled to this Place 
heartily. 5 | 
Sharp. Tis but trying, and being where I am at worſt, now Luck 
curs'd Fortune! this muſt be the Place, this damn'd unlucky Place 
Sir 70. Agad and fo 'tis——why here has been more Miſchief done ! ' 
perceive, | | | 
Sharp. No, tis gone, tis loſt——Ten thouſand Devils on that chance 
which drew me hither; ay here, juſt here, this Spot to me is Hell; no- | 
thing to be found, but the Deſpair of what I've. loſt. | 
[ Looking about as in ſearch, 
Sir 70. Poor Gentleman — by the Lord-Harry I'll ſtay no longer, 
for I have found too—— | 
Sharp. Ha! who's that has found? what have you found? reſtore it 
quickly, or by ———— | | 
Sir Fo. Not I, Sir, not I, as I've a Soul to be favd, I have found 
nothing but what has been to my loſs, as I may ſay, and as you were 
ſaying, Sir. | 5 | 
Sharp, O your Servant, Sir, you are ſafe then it ſeems; *cis an ill 


Wind that blows no Body good: Well, you may rejoice over my ill kor- 4 
tune, ſince it pay'd the Price of your Ranſome. = | 
Sir Fo. I rejoice! agad not I, Sir; I'm, very ſorry for your Loſs, Ip | 
© with all my Heart, Blood and Guts, Sir; and if you did but know me, 1 
you'd ne'er ſay I were ſo ill natur'd, | | | 


Sharp. Know you; why can you be fo ungrateſul to forget me! | 
Sir > O Lord forget him! No, no, Sir, I don't forget you——bes- 1 
cauſe I never ſaw your Face before, agad. Ha, ha, ha. y 
Sharp. How ! | [ angrily. 4 
Sir Jo. Stay, ſtay, Sir, let me recolle&-=he's a damn'd angry Fellow 

| | W 
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I believe I had better remember him, ill 1 can get out of his Sight; but 
out of ſight out mind agad. 8 [ Aſide, 
Sharp. Methought the Service I did you laſt Night, Sir, in preſerving 


vou from thoſe Ruthans, migi:t have taken better root in your ſhallow 


Memory. | | 
Sir Fo. Gads-Daggers-Belts- Blades and Scabbards,this is the very Gen- 


tleman! how ſhall I make him a Return ſuitable to the Greatneſs of his 


Merit -I had a pretty Thing to that purpoſe, if he han't frightcd it out of 


my Memory. Hcm/! hem! Sir, I muſt ſubmiſſively implore your Pardon 
for my Trauſgreſſion of Ingratitude and Omiſſion; having my intire de- 


pendance, Sir, upon the ſuperfluity of your Goodneſs, which like an Tnun- 
dation will, I hope, totally immerge the Recollection of my Error, and leave 
me floating in your ſight, upon the full blown Bladders of Repentance---- 
by the help of which, I ſhall once more hope to ſwim into your 4 
ö By Bows. 
Sharp. So-h, O Sir, I am eaſily pacify'd, the Acknowledgment of a 
Gentleman 3 81 
Sir Fo, Acknowledgment! Sir, I am all over Acknowledgment, and will 
not ſtick to ſhew it in the greateſt Extremity, by Night, or by Day, in 
Sickneſs, or in Health, Winter or Summer, all Seaſons and Occaſions ſhall te- 
ſtifie the Reality and Gratitude of your ſuperabundant humble Servant 
Sir Joſeph Wittol, Knight. Hem! hem! Wo | 
Sharp. Sir Foſeph Wittol. | | 
Sir fo. The ſame, Sir, of Wirrol-hall in Comitatu Buchs. Sap 
Sharp. Is it poſſible! Then I am happy to have obliged the Mirrour 


of Knighthood and Fink of Courteſie in the Age, let me embrace you. 


Sir 70. O Lord, Sir! | 1 | 
Sharp. My Loſs I eſteem as a Trifle repay'd with Intereſt, ſince it has 


purchas d me the Friendſhip and Acquaintance of the Perſon in the World, 


whoſe Chirafter I-admire. 

Sir Fo... You are only pleas d to ſay fo, Sir——But pray, if I may be 
ſo bold, what is that Loſs you mention? ; 

Sharp. O term it no longer fo, Sir. In the Scuffle laſt Night I only 
dropt a Bill of a hundred Pound, which I confeſs, I came half deſpairing 
to recover; but Thanks to my better Fortune 

Sir Fo. You have found it, Sir, then it ſeems; I profeſs I'm heartily 

lad wi | 
y Sharp. Sir, 80 humble Servant] don't queſt ion but you are; that 
you have ſo cheap an Opportunity of expreſſing your Gratitude and Ge- 
neroſity. Since the Refunding ſo trivial a Sum, will wholly acquit you, 
and doubly engage me. 8 = 1 
Sir Fo. What a D ckens does he mean by a trival Sum, (Aide. But 
han't you fourd it, Sr! 5 . 

Sharp. No otherwiſe, I vow to Gad, but in my Hopes in you, Sir. 

Sir 70, Humh. N ; | 

| Sharp. 


Sharp. But that's ſuicient=——"Twere Injuſtice to doubt the Honour 
of Sir Fo. Mitol. | | | : 
Sir 70. O Lord, Sir. | 
Sharp. You we above (I'm ſure) a Thought ſo low, to ſuffer me to loſe - 
What was venturd in your Service; Nay 'twas in a manner paid l 
down for your Deliverance; twas ſo much lent you And you ſcorn, 
Flt ſay that for you N | 
Sir Fo. Nay I'll fay that for my ſelf (with your Leave, Sir) I do ſcorn 
a dity Thing. But agad I'm a little out of Pocket at preſent. 
Sharp. Pſhaw you can't want a Hundred Pound. Your Word is ſuffici- 
ent any where: *T'is but borrowing ſo much Dirt, you have large Acres 
and can ſoon repay it Mony is but Dirt, Sir Foſeph——Meer Dirt. 
Sir Fo. But I profcfs, tis a Dirt J have waihcd my Hands of at pre» 
ſent; I have laid it all out upon my Back. | * 
Sharp. Are you ſo extravagant in Cloaths, Sir Jaſeph? 
Sir Fo. Ha, ha, ha, a very good Jeſt I profeſs, ha, ha, ha, a very good 
Jeſt, and I did not know that I had faid it, and that's a better Jeſt than 
t'other. Tis a Sign you and I ha'n't been long acquainted; you have loſt 
a good Jeſt for want of knowing me I only mean a Friend of mine 
whom | call my Back ; he fticks as cloſe to me, and follows me through 
all Dangers—— be 1s indeed Back, Breaſt and Headpiece as it were to me, 3 
——agad he's 2 brave Fellow——Pauh, I am quite another Thing, when 
Jam with him: I don't fear the Devil (God blefs us) almoſt if hs be by. 
Ah had he been with me laſt Night | 
Sharp. If he had, Sir, what then? he could have done no more, nor 
perhaps have ſuffer'd ſo much———had he a Hundred Pound to loſe 2 
. | ; | Angrily. 
| Sir Jo. O Lord, Sir, by no means (but I might have ſav'd a Hundred 


Pound). I meant innocently, as Thope to be fav'd,. Sir, (a damn'd hot Fel- 
low) only as I was ſaying, I let him have all my ready Mony to redeem 
his great Sword from Limbo But, Sir, I have a Letter of Credit to Al 
derman Fondlewife, as far as two hundred Pound, and this Afternoon you 
ſhall! ſee T am a Per ſon, ſuch a one as you would with to have met with. 
Sharp. That you are, I'll be ſworn, (afide.) Why that's great and like your 
* Enter Bluffe. 
Sir Fo. O here a comes Ay my Hector of Troy, welcome my Bully, . 
my Back; agad my Hcart has gone apit pat for thee. 

Bluff. How ow, my young Knight? Not for Fear I hope; he that 
knows me muſt be a Stranger to Fear, "IF 
Fir Fo. Nay aged I hate Fear ever ſince I had like to have dy'd of 2 
Fright——But—— | 
Blut. Bux | Look you here Boy, here's your Antidote, here's your Je- 
ſuites Powder for a ſhaking Fit But who haſt thou got with rhee, is 3 

be of Mettle? ä [ Laying his Hand upon his Swords a 

Sir 70, Ay Bully, a Deviliſh ſmart Fellow, à will fight like a Ne 0 

| 1 F. 
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Bluff. Say you ſo? then I honour him——But has he been abroad? 
for every Cock will fight upon his own Dunghil. | „ 
Sir Jo. I don't know, but I'll preſent you | ; 
Bluff. Ill recommend my ſelf— Sir, I honour you; I underſtand you 
love Fighting, I reverence a Man that loves Fighting; Sir I Kiſs your 
Hilts. | „„ 
Sharp. Sir, your Servant, but you are miſinform'd, ſor unleſs it be to 
ſerve my particular Friend, as Sir Foſeph here, my Country, or my Reli- 
gion, or in ſome very Juſtihable Cauſe, I'm not for it. 
Bluff. O Lord I beg your Pardon, Sir, I find you arc not of my Pa- 
hte, you can't reliſh a Diſh of Fighting without ſweet Sauce. Now TI 
think Fighting, for Fighting ſake's ſufficient Cauſe; Fighting, to me's 
Religion wh, the Laws, 1 
72 Sir Fo. Ah, well ſaid my Hero; was not that great, Sir? by the Lord- 
1 Harry he ſays true; Fighting is Meat, Drink and Cloth to him. But 
| Back, this Gentleman is one of the beſt Friends I have in the World, and 
= faved my Life laſt Night——You know I told you. 
4 Bluff. Ay! Then I honour him agaim— Sir, may I crave your 
Name? KL 
Sharp. Ay Sir, my Name's Sharper. | & 
Sir 2 Pray, Mr. Sharper, Embrace my Back very well by the 
Lord-Harry, Mr. Sharper he's as brave a Fellow as Cannibal, are not you 
Bully Back ? | 
Sharp. Hannibal, I believe you Mean Sir Foſeph. | 
Bluff. Undoubtedly he did, Sir; faith Hannibal was a very pretty Fel- 
low——butr, Sir Joſeph, Compariſons are odious———#arnibal was a very 
ory Fellow in thoſe Days, it muſt be granted — but Alas, Sir! were 
4 e alive now, he would be nothing, nothing in the Earth. 
Wl. Sharp. How, Sir! I make a Doubt, if there be at this Day a greater Ce- 
x neral breathing. 
4 Bluff. Oh excuſe me, Sir; have you ſerv'd abroad, Sir? 
"IF . 
1 Sharp. Not I really, Sir. 
8 Bluff. Oh I thought ſo Why then you can know nothing, Sir: 
1 Tam afraid you ſcarce known the Hiſtory of the late War in Flanders, 
| with all its Particulars. , 
Sharp. Not 1, Sir, no more than publick Letters, or Gazette tell us. 
Bluff, Gazette! Why there again now-——Why, Si, there are not 
three Words of Truth, the Year round, put into the Gazeatte—— Pl. 
tell you a ftrangething now as to that You muſt know, Sir, I was 
Reſident in Flanders the laſt Campaign, had a ſmall Poſt there; but no 
matter for that Perhaps, Sir, there was ſcarce any thing of moment 
done but an humble Servant of yours, that i_.all be nameleſs, was an Eye- | 
witnels of I won't ſay had the greateſt ſhare in't. Tho I might ſay | 
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that too, ſince I name no Body you know Well, Mr. Sharper, would 
323 think it? In all this Time — as 1 hope for a Truscheon | this 
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raſcally Gazette · writer never ſo much as once mention'd me Not once; 
by the Wars Took no more Notice, than as if Nol. Bluffe had not 
been in the Land of the Living. | 

Sharp. Strange! - 

Sir . Vet by the Lord Harry tis true, Mr. Sharper, for I went eve- 
ry Day to Coffee-houſes to read the Gazette my felt. 

Bluff. Ay, ay, no matter You ſee, Mr. Sharper, after all I am 
content to retire Live a private Perſon——— Scipio and ethers have 
. dane , 6 

Sharp. Impudent Rogue! i [.4/de. 

Sir %. Ay, this damn'd Modeſty of yours ——Agad if he would 
put in for't he might be made General himſelf yet. 

Bluff. Oh fie, no Sir Foſep You know I hate this. 

Sir Fe. Let me but tell Mr. Sharper a little, how you cat Fire once 
out of the Mouth of a Cannon agad he did; thoſe "impenetrable 
Whiskers of his have confronted Flames g 

Bluff. Death, what do you mean, Sir Zo/eph? | 

Sir Fo. Look you now, I tell you he's ſo modeſt hell own nothing. 

Bluff, Piſh, you have put me out, I have forgot what I was about. 
Pray hold your Tongue, and give me leave. [ Angrily. 

Sir Fo. I am dumb. N 5 

Bluff. This Sword I think I was telling you of, Mr. Sharper— This 
Sword I'll maintain to be the beſt Divine, Anatomiſt, Lawyer or Caſu- 
iſt in Europe; it ſhall decide a Controverſie or ſplit a Cauſe 

Sir Fo. Nay, now I muſt ſpeak; it will ſplit a Hair, by the Lord Har- 
7), I have ſeen it. | | 

Bluff. Zouns Sir, it's a Lie, you have not ſeen it, nor ſhan't ſee it; 
Sir, I ſay you can't ſee; what d'ye ſay to that now ? 

Sir Fo, I am blind. | 

Bluff. Death, had any other Man interrupted me——— 

Sir Jo. Good Mr. Sharper ſpeak to him; I dare not look that way. 

Sharp. Captain, Sir Foſeph's penitent. j 

Bluff. O I am calm Sir, calm as a diſcharg'd Culverin — But 'twas 
indiſcreet, when you know what will provoke me——-Nay, come Sir Jo- 
ſeph, you know my Heat's ſoon over. 
Sir Fo, Well I am a Fool ſometimes—— But I'm ſorry. 
Bluff. Enough. | - 
Sir Fo. Come we'll go take a Glaſs to drown Animoſities. Mr, Sharper, 
will you partake? 

Sharp. I wait on you, Sir; nay, pray Captain — You are Sir Jo- 

ſeph's Back. ( Exeunt. 
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SCENE changes to Lodgings. 


Enter Araminta, Belinda, 


Belin. Ah! nay, Dear——prithee good, dear, ſweet Couſin, no more, 
Oh Gad, I ſwear you'd make one ſick to hear you. | 
Aram. Bleſs me ! what have I ſaid to move you thus? 


Belin. Oh you have rav'd, talk'd idly, and all in Commendation of 
that filthy, aukward, two-leg'd Creature, Man——You don't know what 
- you ſaid, your Feaver has tranſported you. 


— Aram. If Love be the Feaver which you mean, kind Heav'n avert the 


Cure: Let me have Oil to feed that Flame, and never let it be extinct, 


till I my ſelf am Aſhes. * ; 

Belin. There was a Whine——O Gad I hate your horrid Fancy 
This Love is the Devil, and ſure to be in Love is to be poſſeſsd——Tis 
in the Head, the Heart, the Blood, the All over O Gad you 
are quite ſpoil'd I ſhall loath the Sight of Mankind for your fake, 
Aram. Fie, this is groſs Affectation A little of Bellmour's Compa- 
ny would change the Scene. 

Belin. Filthy Fellow! I wonder, Couſin X 

Aram, I wonder, Couſin, you ſhould imagine J don't perceive you 
love him. 1 

Belin. Oh I love your hideous Fancy! Ha, ha, ha, love a Man! 

Aram. Love a Man! yes, you would not love a Beaſt. 

Belin. Of all Beaſts not an Aſs—which is ſo like your YVainlove—— 
Lard, I have ſeen an Aſs look fo chagrin, ha, ha, ha, (you muſt pardon 
me I can't help Laughing) that an abſolute Lover would have concluded 
the poor Creature to have had Darts, and Flames, and Altars, and all 
that in his Breaſt. Araminta, come T'll talk ſeriouſly to you now; could 
you but ſee with my Eyes, the Buffoonry of one Scene of Addreſs, a Lo- 
ver, ſet out with all his Equipage and Appurtenances; O Gad! ſure you 
would But you play the Game, and conſequently can't ſee the Miſ- 
carriages obvious to every Stander by. 

Aram. Yes, yes, I can ſee ſomething near it when you and Bellmour 
meet. You don't know that you dreamt of Bellmour laft Night, and call'd 
him aloud in your Sleep. „ 

Belin. Piſh, I can't help dreaming of the Devil ſometimes; would you 
from thence infer I love him? | 

Aram. Bur that's not all; you caught me in your Arms when you 
named him, and preſs'd me to your Boſom—— Sure if I had nat pinch'd 


you till you wak'd you had ſtifled we with Kiſles. 
Belin. O barbarous Aſperſion! 


Aram. No Aſperſion, Couſin, we are alone — Nay, I can tell you 
more. f | | | 


Belin. 


Shes bo 


Beli I deny it all. 
Aram. What, before you hear it? 
Belin. My Denial is premeditated like your o Couſin, 
you talk odly——What ever the Matter is, O my Sol, I'm afraid you'll 
follow evil Courſes. 
Aram. Ha, ha, ha, this is pleaſant. 


Belin. You may laugh, but 

Aram. Ha, ha, ha. 

Belin. You think the malicious Grin becomes you———The Devil take 
Bellmour Why do you tell me of him? 

Aram. Oh is it come out——now you are angry; I am ſure you love 
him. I tell no Body elſe, Couſin I have not betray'd you yet. 

Belin. Prithee tell it all the World, it's falſe, Berry. 0 Calls. 

Aram. Come then, Kiſs and Friends. 

Belin. Piſh. 

Aram. Prithce don't be ſo peeviſh. 

Belin. Prithee don't be ſo impertinent. 

Aram, Ha, ha, ha. 


Enter Betty. 


1 Did your Ladyſhit call, Madam? 
Belin. Get my Hoods and Tippet, and bid the Footman call à Chair. 
Exit Betty. 
Aram. I hope you are not going out in dudgeon, Couſin. 


Enter Footman. 


Foot, Madam, there are | 

Belin, Is there a Chair? | - 

Foor, No, Madam, there are Mr. Bellmour and Mr. Yainlove to wait 
upon your Ladyſhip. 

Aram. Are they below? 

Foot. No, Madam, they ſent before, to know if you were at home. 

© Belin, The Viſit's to you, Couſin, I ſuppoſe I am at my Liberty. 

Aram. Be ready to ſhew 'em up. [ Exit Footman. 
I can't tell, Couſin, I believe we are equally concerti'd: but if you con- 
tinue your Humour, it won't be very entertaining (I know ſhe'd 
fain be perſuaded to ſtay. [ Aſide. 

Belin. I ſhall oblige you, in leaving you to 1 full and free Exjoy- 
ment of that Converſation you admire. 


Enter Betty, with Hoods and b 


Belin. Let me ſee; hold the Glaſs—Lard, I look wretchedly to Day! 
D 2 - Aram. 
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Aram. Bitty, why don't you help my Couſin? [ Putting on her Hoodi, 
Belin. Hold off your Fiſts, and ſee that he gets a Chair with a high 
Roof, or a very low Scat Stay, come back here, you Mrs. Fidget—— 
You are ſo ready to goto the Footman Here, take em all again, my 
Mind's chang'd, I won't go. ' | Exit Betty with the Things. 
Aram. So, this I expected You won't oblige me then, Coutin, 
and let me have all the Company to my ſelf? : 
Belin. No; upon Deliberation, I have too much Charity to traſt you 


2 
ASS — 
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to your ſelf, The Devil watches all Opportunities; and in this favour- 
able Diſpoſition of your Mird, Hcav'n knows how far you may be tempt- 
ed; I am tender of your Reputation. 2-8 
Aram. I am oblig d to you——— But who's malicious now, Belinda? 
Ven. Nor I; Witneſs my Heart, I ſtay. out of pure Affection. 


* Aram. In my Conſcience I belicye you. 


h Enter Bellmour, Vainlove. 
Bell. So, Fortune be prais d! To find you both within, Ladies, is 
Aram, No Miracle, I hope. = yi 
Bell. Not o your Side, Madam, I confeſs But my Tyrant 
there and I, are two Buckets that can never come together. | 

Belin. Nor are ever like Vet we often meet and claſh + 

Bell. How, never like ! marry, Hymen forbid. But this it is to run ſo 
extravagantly in Debt; I have laid out ſuch a World of Love in your 
Service, that you think you can never be able to pay me all: So ſnun 
me for the ſame Reaſon that you would a Dun. | 

Belin. Ay, on my Conſcience, and the moſt impertinent and trouble- 
ſome of Duns---A Dun for Mony will be quiet, when he ſees his Debtor 
has not wherewithal But a Dun for Love is an eternal Torment that 
never reſt . — | * - 

Bell. Till he has created Love where there was none, and then gets it 
ſor his Pains. For Importunity in Love, like Importunity at Court, firſt 
creates its own Intereſt, and then purſues it for the Favour. FS 

Aram. Favours that are got by Impudence and Importunity, are like 
Diſcoveries from the Rack, when the afflicted Perſon, for his Eaſe, ſome- 
times confeſſes Secrets his Heart knows nothing of. . 

Vain. I ſhould rather think Favours, ſo gain'd, to be due Rewards to 
indefatigable Devotion For as Love is a Dcity, he muſt be ſerv'd 

Prayer. ö - © 
al. O Gad, would you would all pray to Love then, and let us 
alone. | 
Vain. Youare the Temples of Love, and tis through you our De- 
votion muſt be convey'd. 

Aram. Rather poor filly Idols of your own making, which, upon the 
laſt Diſplcaſure. you ſorſake, and ſet up new very 3 

| changes 
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chown Miſtreſs and his Religion, as his Humour varies or his IH. 
F | 

Aram. Nay come, I find we are growing ſerious, and then we are in 
great Danger of being dell If my Muſick-Maſter be not gone, I'll 
entertain you with a new Song, which comes pretty near my own- Opi- 
nion of Love and your Se Who's there? _ [Gall 


Y | Enter Footman. 
Is Mr. Gavot gone. | 
Foot. Only to the next Door, Madam; I'll call him. Exit. 

Bell. Why, you won't here me with Patience. ; 

Aram. What's the Matter, Couſin. | 

Bell. Nothing, Madam, only | | MK 

Belin, Prithee hold thy Tongue Lard, he has ſo peſter'd me with 
Flames and Stuff, I think I ſhan't endure the Sight of a Fire this 

Twelvemonth. _ | | 

Bell. Yet all can't melt that cruel frozen Heart. 

Belin, O Gad I hate your hideous Fancy——You faid that once be- 
fore If you muſt talk impertinently, for Heav'ns Sake let it be with 
Variety ; don't come always, like the Devil, wrapt in Flames I'llnot 
hear a Sentence more, that begins with an, J burn. Or an, I beſeech 
you, Madam. 7 | 

Bell. But tell me how you would be Ador'd 

Belin. Then know, I would be Ador'd in Silence. 

Bell. Humph, I thought ſo, that you might have all the Talk to your 
ſelf——you had better let me ſpeak; for if my Thoughts fly to any Pitch, 
I ſhall make villainous Signs. 

Balin. What will you get by that? to make ſuch Signs as I won't un- 
derſtand.- | | 

Bell. Ay, but if Tm Tongue-ty'd, I muſt have all my Actions free 
ro——quicken your Apprehenſion——and I- gad let me tell you, my 
moſt prevailing Argument is expreſs d in dumb Shew, 


I am very tractable. 


— Enter Muſick: Maſter. 


Aram. O I am glad we ſhall have a Song to divert the Diſcourſe—— 
Pray oblige us with the laſt new Song. | 
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Thus 10 aripe, conſenting Maid, 
Poor, old, repenting Delia ſaid, 
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' Would you long preſerve your Lover? 
Would you ſtill his Goddeſs reign? 
Never let him all diſcover, 
Never let him much obtain. 


II. 


Men will admire, adore and die, 
While wiſhing at jour Feet they lye : 
But admitting their Embraces, 

Wakes em from the Golden Dream; 
Nothing's new beſides our Faces, 

Every Woman is the ſame. 


Aram. So, how d'ye like the Song, Gentlemen. 

Bell. O very well perform d but I don't much admire the Words. 

Aram. I expected it——there's too much Truth in 'em: If Mr. Gaævot 
will walk with us in the Garden, we'll have it once again——You may 
like it better at ſecond Hearing. You'll bring my Couſin. 

Bell. Faith, Madam, I dare not ſpeak to her, but I'll'make Signs. 

| [| Adareffes Belinda in dumb ſhew. 

Belin. O foh, your dumb Rhetorick is more ridiculous than your 
talking Impertinence; as an Ape is a much more troubleſome Animal 
than a Parrot. 

Aram. Ay, Coulin, and tis a Sign the Creatures mimick Nature well; 
for there are few Men, but do more filly Things than they ſay. | 

Bell, Well, I find my Apiſhnels has paid the Ranfome "A my Speech, 
and ſet it at Liberty Tho I confeſs, I could be well enough pleas'd 
to drive on a Love-bargain, in that ſilent Manner ——'twould fave a 
Man a World of Lying and Swearing at the Years End. Beſides T have 
had a little Experience, that brings to my mind 


| Kind Looks and Actions ¶ from Succeſs.) do prove, 


When Wit and Reaſon, both, have faild to move; 8 
Ev'n Silence may be Eloquent in Love. 


Exeunt Omnes. 
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Silvia and Lucy. 


Silvia. ILL h' not come then? 


Lucy. Ves, yes, come, I warrant him, if you will go 


in and be ready to receive him. 

Silv. Why did you not tell me: Whom mean you? 

Lucy. Whom you ſhould mean, Heartwell, 

Silv. Senſcleſs Creature, I meant my Yainlove. 

Lucy. You may as ſoon hope to recover your own Maidenhead, as his 
Love. Therefore e'en ſet your Heart at reſt, and in the Name of Oppor- 
tunity mind your own Buſineſs. Strike Hearrvell home, before the Bait's 
worn off the Hook. Age will come. He nibbled fairly yeſterday, and 
no doubt will be eager enough to Day, to ſwallow the Tempration. 

S:lv, Well, ſince there's no Remedy Let tell-me——Þor I would 
know, though to the Anguith of my Soul, how did he refuſe ? Tell me 
how did he receive my Letter, in Anger or in Scorn? 

Lucy. Neither; but what was ten times worſe, with damn'd, ſenſe- 


leſs Indifference. By this Light I could have ſpit in his Face Re- 


ceive it! why he receiv'd it, as I would one of your Lovers that ſhould 
come empty-handed; as a Court Lord does his Mercers Bill, or a begging 
Dedication : h received it, as if't had been a Letter from his 
Wife, | | 

Silv. What, did he not read it? | 

Lucy. Hum'd it over, gave you his Reſpects, and faid, he would take 
Time to peruſe it but then he was in haſte. 

Silv. Reſpects, and peruſe it! He's gone, and Araminta has bewitch'd 
him from me Oh how the Name of Rival fires my Blood could 
curſe em both; eternal Jealouſie attend her Love, and Diſappointment 
mect his Luſt. Oh that I could revenge the Torment he has caus'd--— 
Methinks I feel the Woman ſtrong within me, and Vengeance itches in 
the Room of Love. | 
Lucy. I have that in my Head may make Miſchief, 

Silv. How, dear Lucy. 
. You know Araminta's diſſcmbled Coyneſs has won, and keeps 
im hers — 

Silv. Could we perſuade him, that ſhe loves another 

Lucy. No, you're out; could we perſuade him, that ſhe doats on him, 
himſelf: Contrive a kind Letter as from her, *cwould diſguſt his 
Nicety, and take away his Stomach. 


Silu. 


* 
1 


ö 


„ 


— ot err —— "Ta RG” 
A. 
- - 


7 


a — 
— —ũ—ä3—ä—ẽ—— — — nes — 
0 =" * k 
"I ; 4 a 5 \ * 
X : 4 
1 ) 
p * 
_ * SV. .43z 
+» . 8 
* 2 4 
7 by * 2-4 
a 2 . 4 
Py N "4 
, g ag 
1 
if = 
4 
. 


Let me think——IlIs not this Silvia's Houſe, the Cave of 


Ty T 20 ] - Þ--- © ; 
5:1v. Impoſſible, *twill never take. 3 8 

Lucy. Trouble not your Head. Let me alone I will inform my 
ſelf of what paſt between em to Day and about it ſtreight——— Hold, 
I'm miſtaken, or that's Heartwel, who ſtands talking at the Corner 
tis he go get you in Madam, receive him pleaſantly, dreſs up your 
Face in Innocence and Smiles; and diſſemble the very want of Diſſimu- 
lation——You know what will take him. | 

Silv. Tis as hard to counterfeit Love, as it is to conceal it: but I'll 
do my weak Endeavour, though I fear I have not Art. he ES 

Lucy. Hang Art, Madam, and truſt to Nature for diſſembling. 


Man was by:Nature Woman's Cully made: 
We never are but by our ſelves betray d. 
; h [ Exemnnt. 


Enter Heartwel, Vainlove and Bellmour following. 


Bell. Hiſt, hiſt, is not that Heartwel going to Silvia? 
: Vain. He's talking to himſelf, I think; prithee let's try if we can hear 
him. 
Heart. Why whither in the Devil's Name am I a r nave? Hum- 
t Enchantreſs, 
and which conſequently I ought to ſhun as I would Infection? To enter 
here, is to put on the envenom'd Shirt,” to run into the Embraces of a 
Feaver, and in ſome raving Fit, be led to plunge my ſelf into that more 
Conſuming Fire, a Woman's Arms. Ha! well recollected, I will re- 


cover my Reaſon, and be gone. 


Bell, Now Venus forbid 

Vain. Huſt 

Heart. Well, why do you not move? Feet, do your Office Not 
one Inch ; no, Foregod I'm caught There ſtands my North, and 
thither my Needle points Now could I curſe my ſelf, yet cannot 
repent. © thou delicious, damn'd, dear, deſtructive Woman! *Sdeath 
how the young Fellows will hoot me! I ſhall be the Jeſt of the Town: 
nay in two Days, I expect to be Chronicled in Ditty, and ſung in woe- 
ful Ballad, to the Tune of the Superannuated Maidens Comfort, or the 
Batchelors Fall; and upon the third, I ſhall be hang'd in Effigie, paſted 
up for the exemplary Ornament of neceſſary Houſes and Coblers Stalls- 
Death, I can't chink on't——TP'll run into the Danger to loſe the Appre- 
henſion. | [ Goes in, 

Bell, A very certain Remedy, probatum eſt Ha, ha, ha, poor 
George, thou art i' th right, thou haſt ſold thy ſelf to Laughter; the ill- 
natur d Town will find the Jcſt juſt where thou haſt loſt it. Ha, ha, ha, 
how a' ſtrugled, like an old Lawyer between two Fees. 

Vain. Or a young Wench, between Pleaſure and Reputation. 


* 


Bell. 


* 


Bell. Or as you did to Day, when half afraid you ſnatch'd a Kiſs 
from Araminta... 2 

Vain. She has made a Quarrel on't. | 

Bell. Pauh, Women are only angry at ſuch Offences, to have the Plea- 

ſure of forgiving em. 

Vain. And] love to have the Pleaſure of making my Peace 
not eſteem a Pardon if too eaſie won. ; 

Bell, Thou doſt not know what thou wouldſt be at; whether thou wouldſt 
have her angry or pleas d. Couldſt thou be content to marry Araminta ? 

Vain. Could you be content to go to Heav'n? 

Bell. Hum, not immediately, in my Conſcience not heartily: I'd doa 
little more good in my Generation rl. in oxder to deſerve it. 
Vain. Nor I to marry Araminta 'till I merit her. 

Bell. But how the Devil doſt thou expect to get her if ſhe never yield? 

Vain. That's true; but I would | : 

Bell. Marry her without her Conſent; thou'rt a Riddle beyond Woman-- 


I ſhould 


Enter Setter. 


Truſty Setter, what Tidings? How goes the Project? | 

Setter. As all lewd Projects do, Sir, where the Devil prevents our Endea- 
vours with Succeſs. 

Bell. Agood hearing, Setter. | 

Vain. Well, I'll leave you with your Engineer. Exit. 

Bell. Aud haſt thou provided Neceſſaries? 

Setter. All, all, Sir; the large ſanctify'd Hat, and the like preciſe Band, 
with a ſwinging long ſpiritual Cloak, to cover Carnal Knavery not 
forgetting the black Patch, which Tribulation Spintext wears, as I'm in- 
form'd, upon one Eye, as a penal Mourning for the ogling Offences of his 
Youth; and ſome lay, with that Eye he firſt diſcover'd the Frailty of 
his Wife. Ro 

Bell. Well, in this Fanatick Father's Habit will I confeſs Letitia. 

Setter. Rather prepare her for Conſeſſion, Sir, by helping her to Sin. 

Bell. Be at your Maſter's Lodging in the Evening---l ſhall uſe the Robes, 

[ Exit. Bell. 

Setter. I ſhall, Sir Il wonder to which of theſe two Gentlemen I do 
moſt properly appertain--the one uſes me as his Attendant; the other (be- 
ing the better acquainted with my Parts) employs me as a Pimp; why 
that's much the more honourable Employment by all means -I follow 
one as my Maſter, but tother follows me as his Conductor. 


Enter Lucy. 


in the Reign of my Miſtreſs; but he is too true a Yaler de Chambre 
E , not 


| 1 | 
not to affect his Maſter's Faults; and conſequently” is revolted from 
his Allegiance. 8 „ > OD. 
Setter, Undoubtedly tis impoſſible to be a Pimp and not a Man of 
Parts. That is without being politick, diligent, ſecret, wary and ſo 
forth And to all this, valiant as Hercules That is, paſſively valiant 
and actively obedient. Ah! Setter what a Treaſure is here loſt, tor want 
of being known, I. 4 | | | 
Luc). Here's ſome Villany a Foot he's ſo thoughtful; may be I may 
diſcover ſomething in my Mask Worthy Sir, a Word with you. 
| | L [ Puts on her Mak. 
Setter. Why if I were known, I might come to be a great Man 
Lucy. Not to interrupt your Meditation | 
Setter. And I ſhould not be the firſt that has procur'd his Greatneſs by 
imping. 15 
"Rig Now Poverty and the Pox light upon thee, for a Contempla- 
tive Pimp. 1 
Setter. Ha! what art, who thus maliciouſly haſt awakned me from 
my Dream of Glory? ſpeak, thou vile Diſturber ?:! 
Lucy. Of thy moſt vile Cogitations thou poor, conceited Wretch, 
how wert thou valuing thy ſelf upon thy Maſter's Employment. For 
he's the Head Pimp to Mr. Bellmour. | | 
Setter. Good Words, Damſel, or I ſhall But how doſt thou 
know my Maſter or me? 
Lucy. Yes, I know both Maſter and Man to be — — 
Setter. To be Men perhaps; nay faith like enough; I often march in 
the Rear of my Maſter, and enter the Breaches which he has made. 
Lucy. Ay, the Breach of Faith, which he has begun: Thou Traitor 
to thy lawtul Princeſs. Gn. X | 
Setter. Why how now |! prithee who art? lay by that worldly Face, 
and produce your natural Vizor. | OT 
Lucy. No Sirrah, I'll keep it on to abuſe thee, and leave thee without 
Hopes of Revenge. TOE PF | 
Setter. Oh! I begin to ſmoak ye, thou art ſome forſaken Abigail, we 
have dallied with hererofore——And art come to tickle thy Imagina- 
tion with Remembrance of Iniquity paſt. 8 
Lucy. No, thou pitiful Flatterer of thy Maſter's Imperfections; thou 
Maukin made up of the Shreds and Parings of his ſuperfluous Fopperies. 
Setter. Thou art thy Miſtriſs's foul ſelf, S of her ſullied Ini- 
quitics and Cloathing. | | | x 
Lucy. Hang thee——Beggars Curr——Thy Maſter is but a Mumper 
in Love, lyes canting at the Gate; but neyer dares preſume to enter the Houſe, 
Setter, Thou art the Wicket to thy Miltreſs's Gate, to he opened for 
all Comers. In fine, thou art the high Road to, thy. Miſtreſs, as a Clap 
is to the Pox. A446 -. e E's 


Lech. Beaſt, filthy Toad, I can hold no longer,look and tremble. ! Duale 
| © Setter . 
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Setter. How, Mrs. 2 | : | £25 > Me * 
Lucy. I wonder thou haſt the Impudence to look me in the Face. 
Setter. Adsbud who's in Fault, Miſtreſs of mine? who flung the firſt 
Stone? who undervalu'd my Function? and who the Devil could know 
you by Inſtinct? | | 
Lucy. You could know my Office by Inſtinct, and be hang'd, which 
you have ſlander'd moſt abominably. It vexes me not what you ſaid of 
my Perſon; but that my innocent Calling ſhould be expos'd and ſcanda- 
I cannot bear it. | [ Cries, 

Setter. Nay faith Lucy I'm ſorry, I'll own my ſelf to blame, though 
we were both in fault as to our Offices Come, I'll make you any 
Reparation, 

Lucy. Swear. | | 

Setter. I do ſwear to the utmoſt of my power. 

Lucy. To be brief then; What is the Reaſon your Maſter did not ap- 
pear to Day according to the Summons I brought him? 

Setter. To anſwer you as briefly——He has a Cauſe to be try'd in ano- 
ther Court. f 5 . | 

Lucy. Come tell me in plain Terms, how forward he is with Aramint-r. 
| Setter, Too forward to be turn'd back——though he's a little in Diſ- 
grace at preſent about a Kiſs which he forc'd. You and I can kiſs, La- 
cy, without all that. 

Lucy. Stand offt——He's a precious Jewel. | 

Setter, And therefore you'd have him to ſet in your Lady's Locket, 

Lucy. Where is he now? | a 

Setter, He'll be in the Piazza preſently. 

Lucy. Remember to Day's Behaviour——Let me ſee you with a pe- 
nitent Face. | | : 

Setter. What, no Token of Amity, Luc)? You and I don't uſe to part 
with dry Lips. 5 8 i 

Lucy. No, no, avaunt— I'll not be ſlabber'd and kiſs'd now——I'm 


not i th' Humour. Exit. 
Setter. I'll not quit you ſo———T'll follow, and put you into the Hu- 
mour. f [Exit after her. 


Enter Sir Joſeph Wittol, Bluffe. 


Bluff. And fo out of your unwonted Generoſit ———— 
Sir Fo. And good Nature, Back; I am good natur'd, and I can't help it. 
a. You have given him a Note upon Fondleuufe for a Hundred 
Pound. | 
Sir Fo. Ay, ay, poor Fellow, he ventur'd fair for't. 
Bluff. You have diſoblig'd me in it for I have Occaſion for the 
Mony, and if you would look me in the Face and live, go, and force 
im to re- deliver you the Note——go——and bring it me hither, I'll ſtay 
here for you. E 2 5 Sir Jo. 


1 
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but whiſper that tell him. I'll pink his Soul — but w 
ſoftly to him. 
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Sir Jo. Vou may ſtay till the Day of Judgment then, by the Lord Harry: 
I know better things than to be run through the Guts for a hundred 
pound hy I gave that hundred Pound for being ſav d, and d'ye think, 
an there were no Danger, I'll be fo ungrateful to take it from the Gentle- 
man again ? ; OM 
Bluff. Well, go to him from me---Tell him, I fay, he muſt refund--- 
or Bilbo's the Word, and Slaughter will enfue——if he refuſe, tell him--- 


hiſper that 


Sir Fo. So ſoftly, that he ſhall never hear on't, I warrant you why, 
what a Devil's the matter, Bully, are you mad? Or d'ye think I'm mad? 
Agad for my Part, I don't love to be the Meſſenger of ill News; *tis an 


ungrateful Oftice——So tell him your ſelf. 


Bluff. By theſe Hilts I believe he frighten'd you into this Compoſition; 
I believe you gave it him out of Fear, pure paultry Fear confeſs, 

Sir Jo. No, no, hang't I was not afraid neither tho' I confeſs he did 
in a manner ſnap me up yet I can't fay that it was altogether out of 
Fear, but partly to prevent Miſchief.— for he was a deviliſh cholerick 
Fellow: And if my Choler had been up too, agad there would have been 
Miſchief done, that's flat. And yet I believe if you had been by, I would 
as foon have let him a' had a hundred of my Teeth. Adſheart if he ſhould 
come juſt now when I'm angry, I'd tell him Mum, | 


Enter Sharper, Bellmour. 


Bell. Thou'rt a luckly Rogue; there's your Benefactor, you ought to 
return him Thanks, now you have receiv'd the Favour. 


Sharp. Sir Foſeph Your Note was accepted, and the Mony paid at 
Sight: I'am come to return my Thank—————  - X 
Sir Fo. They won't be accepted fo readily as the Bill, Sir. 


Bell. 1 doubt the Knight repents, Tom He looks like the Knight 
of the ſorrowful Face. 


Sharp. This is a double Generofity=——Do me a Kindneſs, and re- 


fuſe my Thank But J hope you are not offended that I offcr'd em. 


Sir Fo. May be I am, Sir, may be I am not, Sir, may be I am both, Sir; 
what then? I hope I may be offended, without any Offence to you, Sir. 

Sharp. Hey day! Captain, what's the matter? You can tel], 

Bluff. Mr. Sharper, the matter is plain Sir Jeſeph has found out 
your Trick, and does not care to be put upon; being a Min of Honour, 

Sharp. Trick, Sir? 


Sir Jo. Ay, Trick, Sir, and wor't be put upon, Sir, being a Man of 
Honour, Sir, and ſo, Sir | ö 

Sharp. Harkee, Sir Foſeph, a Word with ye In Conſideration of 
ſome Favours lately receiv'd; I would not have you draw your ſelf into 
a Premunire, by truſting to that Sign of a Man there That Pot-gun 
charg'd with Wind. | __ © OF. 
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Sir Fo. O Lord, O Lord, Captain, come juſtifie your ſelkl——T'I give 
him the Lie if you ſtand to it. | E 
Sharp. Nay then I'll be beforehand with you, take that Oake, 
5 55 | | [ Cuffs him. 
Sir Fo. Captain, will you ſee this? Won't you pink his Soul? 
Bluff. Huſht, *tis not ſo convenient now——-1I ſhall find a Time, 
Sharp. What do you mutter about a Time, Raſcal You were the 
Incendiary-—— There's to put you in mind of your Time A Me- 
morandum. | I [ Kicks him. 
Bluff. Oh! this is your Time, Sir, you had beſt make uſe ont. 
Sharp. J Gad and fo I will: There's again for you. | Kicks him. 
Bluff. You are obliging, Sir; but this is too publick a Place to thank 
you in: But in your Ear, you are to be ſeen again. 
Sharp. Ay, thou inimitable Coward, and to be felt————As for Ex- 
ample. | 3 [ Kicks him. 
Bell. Ha, ha, ha, prithee come away, tis ſcandalous to kick this Puppy, 
without a Man were cold, and hid no other way to get himſelf a Heat. 
[ Exit. Bell. Sharp. 
But 'tis no matter ]s not 


Bluff. Very well Verxy fine 
this fine, Sir Joſeph? 

Sir Jo. Indiffercnt, agad in my Opinion very indifferent=——T'd ra- 
ther go plain all my Life, than wear ſuch Finery. 

Bluff. Death and Hell to be affronted thus ! I'll die before I'll ſuſſer it. 

| —— | Draws. 

Sir Fo. O Lord, his Anger was not rais'd before Nay, dear Captain, 
don't be in a Paſſion now he's gone put up, put up, dear Back, tis your 
Sir Foſeph begs, come let me kiſs thee; ſo, ſo, put up, put up. 

Bluff. By Heav'n tis not to be put up. 

Sir Fo. What, Bully. 

Bluff. The Affront. 

Sir Fo. No.agad no more tis, for that's put up already; thy Sword 1 
mean. | 

Bluff. Well, Sir Joſeph, at your Entreaty— But were not you, my 
Friend, abus'd, and cufft, and kickt 5 Putting up his Sword. 

Sir 70. Ay, ay, fo were you too; no matter, tis paſt, | 

Blsff. By the immortal Thunder of great Guns, tis falſe—— He ſucks 
not vital Air who dares affirm it to this Face. [ Looks big. 

Sir Fo. To that Face I grant you, Captain——No, no, I grant you 
Nat to that Face, by the Lord Harry If you had put on your fighting 
Face before, you had done his Bufineſs——He durſt as foon have kiſt 
you, as kickt you to your Face But a Man can no more hclp what's 
done behind his Back, than what's ſaid Come, we'li thirk no more of 
what's paſt. 

Bluff, T'il call a Council of War within, to conſider of my Revenge to 
come, 
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Enter Heartwel, Silvia. 
S O N. 


As Amoret and Thyrſis lay 

Melting the Hours in gentle Play; 

Joining Faces, mingling Kiſſes, 

And exchanging harmleſs Bliſſes: © 

He trembling, cry'd, with eager Haſte, . 
O let me feed as well as taſte, 8 
J die, if Im not wholly bleſt. 


II. 


The fear ful Nymph reply da Forbear; 

I cannot, dare not, muſt not hear: 

Deareſt Tyrſis, do not move me, | 

Do not do ,not——if you love me. 

O let m. fill the Shepherd ſaid; 

But while ſhe fond Reſiſtance made, 8 


The haſty Foy, in ſtruggling, fled. 
III. 


Vex d at the Pleaſure ſhe had miſs d. 

She frown'd and bluſh'd, then ſigh'd and kiſid, 
And ſeem'd to moan in ſullen Cooing, 

The ſad Miſcarriage of their Wooing : 

But vain, alas! were all her Charms; | 
For Thyrſis, deaf to Love's Alarms, © 5 
Baf ſied and ſenſeleſs, tir d in her Arms, 


After the Song, a Dance of Anticks. 
Silv. Indeed it is very 
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fine I could look upon 'em all Day. 
_ Heart, Well, has this prevail'd for me, and will you look upon me: 
Sity, If you could ſing and dance fo, I ſhould love to look upon you 


Heart. Why 'twas I ſung and danc'd; I gave Muſick to the Voice, 
and Life to their Meaſures =—— Look you here, Silvia, [ Pulling ft 
Purſe, 


— 


ö 


MN 27] 

Purſe, and chinking it.] here are boy and Dances, Poetry and Muſick——. 

hark! how ſweetly one Guinea rhymes to another——And how they 
dance to the Muſick of their own Chink. This buys all the rother—— 
And this thou ſhalt have; this, and all that I am worth for the purchaſe 
of thy Love Say, is it mine then, ha? Speak, Syren Oons why do 
I look on her! Vet I muſt Speak, dear Angel, Devil, Saint, Witch; 
do not rack me in ſuſpence. | 

Syiv. Nay, don't ſtare at me fo 
look. Hut | 

Heart. Oh Manhood, where art thou! What am I come to? A Wo- 
man's Toy; at theſe Years! Death, a bearded Baby for a Girl to candle. 
O Dotage, Dotage! That ever that noble Paſſion, Luſt, ſhould ebb to this 
degree No Reflux of vigorous Blood: But milky Love ſupplies the 

empty Channels, and r me to the Softneſs of a Child A 
meer Infant, and would ſuck. Can you love me, Silvia ? ſpeak. 

Silv. I dare not ſpeak till I believe you, and indeed I'm afraid to be- 
lieve you yet, 

Heart. Pox, how her Innocence torments and pleaſes me! Lying, Child, 
is indeed the Art of Love; and Men are generally Maſters in it : But I'm 
ſo newly enter'd, you connot diſtruſt me of any Skill in the treacherous 
Myſtery——Now by my Soul I cannot lie, though it were to ſerve a 
Friend or gain a Miſtreſs, p 

Sily. Muſt you lie then, if you ſay you Love me? 

Heart. No, no, dear Ignorance, thou beauteous Changeling ——T tell 
thee I do love thee, and tell it for a Truth, a naked Much, which I'm 
aſhamed to diſcover. WA 11 

Silv. But Love, they ſay, is a tender Thing, that will ſmooth Frowns, 
and make calm an angry Face; will ſoften a rugged Temper, and make 
il-humoured People good: You look ready to fright one, and talk as if 
your Paſſion! were not Love, but Anger. | | 

Heart. is both; for 1 am angry with my ſelf when I am pleas'd with 
you——And a Pox upon me for loving thee ſo well Vet I muſt on 
is a bearded Arrow, and will more eaſily be thruſt forward than 
drawn back. 

Mn” Indeed if I were well aſſur'd you lov'd ; but how can I be well 
aſſur d? | —_ 

Heart. Take the Symptoms And ask all the Tyrants of thy Sex, 
if their Fools are not known by this Party-colour'd-Livery I am 
Melancholy, when thou art abſent; look like an Aſs, when thou art pre- 
ſent; wake for you, when I ſhould ſleep; and even dream of you, when 
I am awake; ſigh much, drink little, cat leſs, court Solitude, am grown 
very entertaining to my ſelf, and (as I am informed) very troubleſome 
to every Body elſe. If this be not Love, it is Madneſs, and then it is 
pardonable———Nay, yet a more certain Sign than all this, I give thee . 
my Mony, ab, 8 | 


You make me bluſh——1 cannot 


Silv. 
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Silv. Ay, but that is no Sign, for they ſay, Gentlemen will give Mony 
to any naughty Woman to come to Bed to them O Gemini, I hope 
you don't mean ſo for I won't be a Whore. 

Heart. The more is the pity. [ Abe. 


Silv. Nay, if you would marry me, you ſhould not come to Bed to 


me You have ſuch a Beard, and would fo prickle one. But do you 
intend to marry me? | | | | 


Heart. That a Fool ſhould ask ſuch a malicious Queſtion ! Death, I 


| ſhall be drawn in, before I know where I am However, I find I am 
pretty ſure of her Conſent, if I am put to it. [ Aſide. 


Marry you? no, no, I'll love you | | 
Silv. Nay, but if you love me, you muſt marry me; what don't I 


know my Father lov'd my Mother, and was married to her? 


Heart. Ay, ay, in old Days People married where they lov'd; bur 
that Faſhion is chang'd, Child. „ 1 | 

Silv. Never tell me that, I know it is not chang'd by my ſelf; for I 
love you, and would marry you. "a 5 

ne I'll have my Beard ſhav'd, it ſhan't hurt thee, and we'll go to ; 
Bed—— | 


Silv. No, no, I'm nod ſuch a Fool neither, but I can keep my ſel 


honeſt Here, I won't keep any Thing that's yours, I hate you now, 


[ Throws the Parſe.) and I'll never ſee you again, cauſe you'd have me 
naught. _ - | | [ Going. 
Heart. Damn her let her go, and a good riddance——Yet ſo * 8 
Tenderneſs and Beauty — and Honeſty together is a Jewel Stay, 
Silvia But then to marry—— Why every Man plays the Fool once in 


his Life: But to marry is play ing the Fool all ones Life long, 
Sikv. What did you call me for? 


* Heart, I'll give thee all I have: And thou ſhalt live with me in every 


Thing ſo like my Wife, the World ſhall believe it: Nay, thou ſhalt 
think ſo thy ſelf—— Only let me not think ſo. | 10 
Silv. No, I'll die before I'll be your Whore as well as I love 

you. | T4 " 

Heart. Aſide.) A Woman, and Ignorant, may be honeſt, when 'tis out 
of Ohſt inacy and Contradiction— But Sdeath it is but a may be, and 
upon ſcuryy Terms Well, farewel then if I can get out of 
Sight I may get the better of my ſelf, * * 

Hlv. Well ————good by. | |. Turns and Weeps. 

Heart, Ha! Nay come, we'll kiſs at Parting [ kiſſes her] by Heav'n her 
Kiſs is ſweeter than Liberty Iwill marry thee There thou haſt 
don't, all my Reſolve melted in that Kiſ one more. 

_ Silv, But when? 

Heart. I'm impatient till it be done; I will got give my ſelf Liberty 
to think, leſt I ſhould cool [ will about a Licence ſtraight——— 
in the Evening expect me One Kiſs more to confirm me mad; fo, [ Exit. 

Sifv. Ha, ha, ha, an old Fox trapt— — 8 


[29] 


Enter Lucy. 


Bleſs me! you frighted me, I thought he had been come again, and 

had heard me. VE : 

Lucy. Lord, Madam, I met your Lover in as much haſte, as if he had 
been going for a Midwife. | 

Silv. He's going for a Parſon, Girl, the Forerunner of a Midwife ; 
ſome nine Months hence Well, I find diſſembling to our Sex is as 
natural as ſwimming to a Negro; we may depend upon our Skill to fave 
us at a plunge, tho' till then we never make the Experiment — But 
how haſt thou ſucceeded ? | 2 

Lucy. As you would with Since there is no Reclaiming Pain 
love, I have found out a pique ſhe has taken at him; and have fram'd a 
Letter, that makes her ſue for Reconciliation firſt. I know that will do 
 walkinandT'll ſhew it you. Come, Madam, you're like to have a happy 
Time-on't, both your Love and Anger ſatisfied All that can charm 
our Sex conſpire to pleaſe you. | ; 


That Woman ſure enjoys a bleſſed Night, 
Whom Love and Vengeance do at once delight. | 
85 Exeunt. 
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ACT Iv. SCENE I. The Swat. 


Enter Pcllmour in Fanatick Habit, Setter. 
_ 
Bell. T S pretty near the Hour. | Looking on his Match] Well and 
how Setter, hz, does my Hypocriſie fit me; hz? Does it ſit 

eaſie on me? . | 
— Setter, O moſt religiouſly well, Sir. 56: 
Bell. I wonder why all our young Fellows ſhould glory in an Opinien 
of Atheiſm ; when they may be ſo much more conveniently lewd under 
the Coverlet of Religion. | : ; 

Setter. Sbud Sir, away quickly, there's Fondlewife juſt turn'd the Cor- 
ner, .and's coming this Way, K | 

Bell. Gads ſo, there he is, he muſt not ſee me. [Exeunt. 


Enter Fondlewife -and Barnaby, 


Fend. I ſay, I will tarry at home. | 
Bar. But, Sir. | | 
Fond. Good-lack! I profeſs the Spirit of Contradiction hath poſſeſt the 
Lad I fay I will tarry at home Harlet. 
Bar. I have done, Sir, then farewel 500 Pound. 
Fond. Ha, how's that? Stay, ſtay, did you leave Word ſay you with 
his Wife? With Comfort her (elf. WET "BY 
Bar. I did; and Comfort will ſend Tribulation hither as ſoon as ever he 
comes home could have brought young Mr. Prig to have kept my 
Miſtreſs Company in the mean time ; but you ſay 
Fond. How, how, ſay Farlet / I ſay let him not come near my Doors. 
I fay he is a wanton young Levite, and pampercth himſelf up with Dain- 
ties, that he may look lovely in the Eyes of Women. Sincerely I am 
afraid he hath already defiled the Tabernacle of our Siſter Comfort; while 
her good Husband is deluded by his Godly Appearance I ſay, 
that even Luſt doth ſparkle in his Eyes, and glow upon his Checks, and 
that I would as ſoon truſt my Wife with a Lord's high-fed Chaplain. 
Bar. Sir, the Hour draws nigh——And nothing will be done there till 
you come. * _ | 
| e And nothing can be done here 'till Igo — 80 that II! tarry, 
'ye lee, 
"ar. And run the hazard to loſe your Affair fo! 
Fond. Good - lack, good-lack I profels it is a very ſufficient Vexa- 
tion, for a Man to have a handſome Wife. 


Bar., 


F 


Bar. Never, Sir, but when the Man is an inſufficient Husband. Fis 
then indeed, like the Vanity of taking a fine Houſe, and yet be forced to 
let Lodgings, to help pay the Rent. | i 

Fond. I profeſs a very apt Compariſon, Yarler, Go in and bid my Coc- 
ky come out to me, I will give her ſome Inſtructions, I will realon with 
her before I go. Exit Barnaby.) And in the mean time, I will reaſon 
with my ſelf Tell me, Iſaac, why art thee Jealous? Why art thee 
diſtruſttul of the Wife of thy Boſom ? Becauſe ſhe is young and 
vigorous, and I am old and impotent. Then why didft thee marry, 
Laac ? Becauſe ſhe was beautiful and tempting, and becauſe I 
was obſtinate and doating; ſo that my Inclination was (and is ſtill) greater 
than my Power And will not that which tempted thee, alſo tempt 
others, who will tempt her, Iſaac? I fear it much But docs 
not thy Wife love thee, nay-doat upon thee ? Yes— Why then!--- 
Ay, but to ſay truth, ſhe's fonder of me, than ſhe has Reafon to be; and 
in the Way of Trade, we ſtill ſuſpect the ſmootheſt Dealers of the dee- 
peſt Deſigns Ard that ſhe has ſome Deligns deeper than thou canſt 
reach, th haſt experimented //aac But Mum. 


Li 


Enter Lætitia. 


| Let. I hope my deareſt Jewel is not going to leave me--Are you, Nyki;n? 
Fond, Wife Have you throughly conſider d how deteſtable, how 
heinous, and how crying a Sin, the Sin of Sy is? have yow weigh'd 
it I ſay? For it is a very weighty Sin; and although it may lye heavy up- 
on thee, yet thy Husband muſt alfo bear his Part: For thy Iniquity will 
fall upon his Head. 

Let. Bleſs me, what means my Dear ! 

Fond. | Afide.| I profeſs ſhe has an 2 Eyes I am doubtful, whe- 
ther I ſhall truſt her, even with Trib#lation himſelf——Spcak, I fay, have 
- you conſidered, what it is to Cuckold your Husband ? 

Let. [Afide] Im amazed: ſure he has diſcovered nothing Who has 
wrong'd me to my Deareſt? I hope my Jewel does not think, that ever 
I had any ſuch Thing in my Head, or ever will have. 
Fond. No, no, I tell you I ſhall have it in my Head 
have it ſomewhere elſe. ä gs 

Let. | Ajide] I know not what to think. But I'm re ſolv'd to find the 
Meaning of it Unkind Dear! Was it for this you ſent to call me? 
is it not Affliction enough that you are to lcave me, but you mult ſtudy 
to encreaſe it by unjuſt Suſpicions? | Crying |] Well——Well—Youknow 
my Fondrneſs, and you love to Tyrennize Go on, cruel Man, do, 
Triumph over my poor Heart, while it ho'ds; which cannot be long, 
with this Uſage of your: But that's what you want — Well 
You will have your Ends ſoon— Lou will — eu wi! Yes it 
will break to oblige you. "FE [ Sighs, 

| F 2 Fond. 


You will 


- 
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Fond. Verily I ſear I have carry'd the Jeſt too far Nay, look you 
now if ſhe does not Weep tis the fondeſt Fool Nay, Cocky, 
Cocky, nay, dear Cocky, don't cry, I was but in Jeſt, I was not ifeck. 

Lat. Lee Oh! then all's ſafe, I was bg 1 frighted———My 
Affliction is always your Jeſt, barbarous Man! Ol that I ſhould love 
to this Degree] yet — ee 22.3 | 


Fond. Nay, Cocky, © _ | 5 i 
Let. No, no, you are weary. of me, that's it that's all, you would 
get another Wife another fond Fool, to break her Heart well, 


you. 


Heart f 
ie kin weep Nay, come kiſs, buſs poor Nykin———and I won't 
leave thee I'll loſe all firſt. | 


be as cruel as you can to me, I'll pray for you; and when Iam dead with 
Grief, may you have one that will love you as well as I have done : I 
ſhall be contented to lye at Peace in my?cold Grave ſince it 5 pleaſe 
| FEE Siphs. 

Fond. Good-lack, good-lack, ſhe would melt a Heart of Oak——1 — 
feſs I can hold no longer Nay, dear Cocky——lIfeck you'll break my 
Ifeck you will ee, you have made me weep——— Made 


Let. [ Aſide] How! Heav'n forbid ! that will be carrying the Jeſt too 
far indeed. : 


Fond. Won't you kiſs Nykin ? 


Lat. Go, naughty Nykin, you don't love me. 
Fond. Kiſs, kiſs, ifeck I do. | 


Let. No, you don't. | | [ She Kiſſes him. 
Fond. What, not love Cocky ! | 
Let. No h. Sighs. 


| [ 

Fond. I profeſs, I love thee better than five hundred Pound And 
ſo thou ſhalt ſay, for I'll leave it to ſtay with thee. - 

Let. No, you ſhan't neglect your Buſineſs for me No indeed you 
ſant, Nykin———If you don't go, I'll think you been dealous of me ſtill. 

Fond. He, he, he, wilt thou, poor Fool? Then I will go, I won't be 
dealous Poor Cocky, kiſs Nybin, kiſs Nykin, ee, ee, ee Here 
will be the — Man anon, to talk to Cocky, and teach her how a Wife 
ought to behave her ſelf. ; | 

Lat. [ Aſide) J hope to have one that will ſhew me how a Husband | 
ought to behave himſel I ſhall be glad to learn, to pleaſe my Jewel. 

| . IXI. 

Fond. That's my good Dear Come, kiſs Nykin once more, * rn 
get you in So Get you in, get you in. By, by. 
Let. By, Nykin. | 

Fond, By, Cocky . 

Let. By, Nykin. [She goes in, 

Fond. By, Cocky, by, by. 3. 


Enter 
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Enter Vainlove, Sharper. 


Sharp. How | Araminta loſt! 
Vain. To confirm what J have ſaid, read this [Gives a Letter. 
Sharp. Reads.] Hum, hum And what then appear d a Fault, upon 
Keſlection, ſeems only an Effect of a too powerful Paſſion. I'm afraid I give 
00 great a Proof of my own atathis time] am in diſorder for what 1. 
have written. But ſomething, I know not what, forced me. I only beg 4 
favourable Cenſure of this, and your _ - Araminta. 
Sharp. Loſt ! Pray Heav'n thou haſt not loſt thy Wits, Here, here, ſhe's 
thy own, Man, ſign d and ſeal'd too To her, Man——A delicious Mel- 
lon, pure and ap ripe, and only waits thy cutting u She has 
been breeding Love to thee all this while, and juſt now ſhe's 0 eliver'd of it. 
Vain. Tis an untimely Fruit, and ſhe has miſcarry'd of her Love. 
I - Never leave this damn'd, ill-naturd Whimſie, Frank? Thou 
haſt a ſickly peeviſh Appetite ; only chew Love and cannot digeſt it. 
Vain. Yes, when I feed my ſelf——But I hate to be cramm'd—By 
Heav'n, there's not a Woman will give a Man the Pleaſure of a Chaſe: 
My Sport is always baulkt or cut ſnort -I ſtumble over the Game I 
would purſue—— Tis dull and unnatural to have a Hare run full in the 
Hound's Mouth ; and would diſtaſte the keeneſt Hunter I would 
have overtaken, not have met my Game. a 
Sharp. However I hope you don't mean to forſake it, that will be but 
a kind of a Mungril Cur's Trick. Well, are you for the Mall? 
Fain. No, ſhe will be there this Evening Yes, I will go too 
And ſhe ſhall ſee her Error in | 
Sharp. In her Choice, I-gad-——<But thou canſt not be ſo great a Brute 
as to {light her. | 3 
Vain. I ſhould diſappoint her if I did not By her Management 1 
ſhould think ſhe expects it. | 
All naturally fly 2hat does purſue : 1 ee 
"Tis fit Men ſhould be coy, when Women Wooe. Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a Room in Fondlewife s Houſe. 


A Servant introducing Bellmour i Fanavich, Habit, with a Patch upon one 
Eye, and a Book in his Hand. * 


Serv. Here's a Chair, Sir, if you pleaſe to repoſe your ſelf. I'll call 
my Miſtreſs. | | [Exit Servant. 

Bell. Secure in my Diſguiſe, I have out-fac'd Suſpicion, and even dar'd 
Difcovery——This Cloak my. Sanctity, and truſty Scarron's Novels my 
Prayer-Book——Methinks I am the very Picture of Montufar in the Hy- 
 pocrites, Oh! ſhe comes, 


8 Euter 


-_ 


I} 


Enter Lætitia. 
So breaks Aurora through the Veil of Night, Throwing off 
Thus fly the Clouds, divided by her Light, his Cloak, 
And ev ry Eye receives a new- born Sight. | Patch, &c. 


Let. Thus flrew'd with Bluſhes, like — Ah! Heav'n defend me! 
Who's this? WET 6 
| Bell. Your Lover. & ö 

Lat. Vainlove's Friend Iknow his Face, and he has betray d me to him. ¶ Aide. 

Bell. You are ſurpriz d. Did you not expect a Lover, Madam? T hole 

Eyes ſhone kindly on my & it Appearance, tho now they are O er- caſt. 
® Let. I may well be ſurpriz d at your Perſon and Impudence; they are 
both gew to me Tou are not what your firſt Appearance promiſed : 
The Piety of your Habit was welcome, but not the Hypocriſie. 

Bell. Rather the Hypocriſie was welcome, but not the Hypocrite, 

Let, Who are you, Sir? You have miſtaken the Houſe ſure. 

Bell. 1 have Directions in my Pocket, which agree with every thing 
but your Unkindnefs. 1 [ Pulls ont the Letter. 

Let. My Letter! Baſe Yainlove / Then 'tis too late to diſſemble. ¶ Aſide. 
*Tis plain then you have miſtaken the Perſon. Going, 

Bell, If we part ſo I'm miſtaken——Hold, hold, Madam! confels 
I have run into an Error——1 beg your Pardon a thouſand times What 
an eternal Blockhead am 1! Can you forgive me the Diſorder I have put 
you into But it is a Miſtake which any body might have made. 

Let. What can this mean! *Tis impoſſible he ſhould be miſtaken aſter all 
hi A handſome Fellow if he had not ſurpriz'd me: Methinks, now I 
look on him again, I would not have him miſtaken. Hide. We are all liable 
to Miſtakes, Sir: If you own it to be ſo, there needs no farther Apology. 

Bell. Nay faith, Madam, *tis a pleaſant one; and worth your hearing. 
Expecting a Friend, laſt Night, at his Lodgings, till *twas late; my In- 
timacy with him gave me the Freedom of his Bed: He not coming home all 
Night, a Letter was deliver'd to me by a Servant, in the Morning: Upon 
the Peruſal I found the Contents ſo charming, that I could think of nothing 
all Day, but putting em in practice till juſt now, (the firſt time I ever 
look'd upon the Superſcription) I am the moſt ſurpriz'd in the World to 
find it directed to Mr. Yainlove. Gad, Madam, I ask you a Million of 
Pardons, and will make you any Satisfaction. 

Le. I am diſcover d—— And either Vainlove is not guilty, or he has 
handſomely excus'd hm. [ Aſide. 

Bell. You appear concern'd, Madam. | 

Let, I hope you are a Gentleman; and ſince you are privy to a 
wea'; Womat''s Failing, won't tuin it to the Preiudice of her Ref utati- 
on. You look as if you had more Honour 

Bell. And more Love; or my Facc is a fallc Witneſs, and deſerves to be 
pillory'd,—— No, by Heavy, I ear I Let. 


4 [ Diſcovering him, ſtarts.  — 


. 18 
Let, Nay, don't fear if you'd have me believe you; but promi: 
Bell, Well, I promiſe: 1 is ſo _ — 8 me Leave 

to ſwear——by thoſe Eyes, thoſe killing Eyes; by thoſe healing Lips. —- 

Ohl preſs che ſoft ch cloſe to ee ſeal em up for ever. 
Let. Upon that Condition. | | [ He kiſſes her. 
Bell. Eternity was in that Moment One more, upon any Condition. 
» Let. Nay now I never ſaw any Thing ſo agreeably Impudent. 120 
Won't you cenſure me for thiꝶ now; but tis to buy your Silence. Ki/s. 
Oh, but what am I doing! fol 
Bell. Doing! No Tongue can expreſs it———not thy own; nor any 
Thing, but thy Lips. Iam faint with the Exceſs of Bliſs: Oh, for 
Love-fake, lead me any whither, where I may lye down; ———quickly, for 
I'm afraid 1 ſhall have a Fit. | 
Let. Bleſs me ! What Fit? 
Bell. Oh a Convulſion I feel the Symptoms. 
Let. Docs it hold you long? I'm afraid to carry you into my Chamber. 
Bell. Oh, No: Let me lye down upon the Bed; ———the Fit will be 
ſoon over. [ Exennt. 


& 


— 


SCENE changes te St. James's Park. Araminta aud Belinda meeting. 


I have been at 


Belin. Lard, my Dear: I am glad I have met you 
the Exchange ſince, and am ſo tir'd 
Aram. Why, what's the matter? 
Belin. Oh 2 moſt inhuman, barbarous Hackney-Coach! I am jolted 
to a Jelly----Am I not horridly touz'd? { Pulls out a Pocket-Glaſs, 
Aram. Your Head's a little out of Order. 
Belin, A little! O frightful! What a furious Fiz I have ! Omoſt rueful! 
Ha, ha, ha: O Gad, I hope no Body will come this Way, till I pur 
my ſelf a little in Repair----Ah! my Dear---I have ſeen ſuch unhewn 
Creatures fince——— Ha, ha, ha, I can't for my Soul help thinking that 
I look juſt like one of 'em Good Dear, pin this, and Ill tell ou 
very wel. o, thank you my Dear But as I was telling you 
+Piſh, this is the untoward'ſt Lock———So, as I was telling you 
How d'ye like me now? Hideous, ha? Frightful ſtill? Or how? 
Aram. No, no; you're very well as can be. 
Belin. And ſo—— But where did I leave off, my Dear? I was telling 
you x | 
Aram, You were about to tell me ſomething, Child 
left off before you began. * 
Belin. O'; a moſt Comical Sight: A Country Squire, with the Equi- 
page of a Wife and two Daughters, came to Mrs, S»ipwel's Shop while I 
was there —Bit, Oh Gad! Two ſucli unlick'd Cubs! 
Aram, I warrant, plump, Cherry-cheek'd Country Girls, 


but you 


Belin. Ay, O my Conſcience, fat as Barn-doo:-Fowl: But ſo bedeck', * 


you would have taken 'em for Friezland Hens, wit! their Feathers growing, 


the wrong Way O ſuch Out-landiſh Creatures! Such Tramontane, and 
; b Forcigners 
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Foreigners to the Faſhion, or any Thing in practice! I had not Patience to 
bchold ] undertook the Modelling of one of their Fronts, the 
more modern Structure | 9 

Aram. Bleſs me, Couſin; why would you affront any Body ſo? They 
might be Gentlewomen of a very 2 Family — 55 

Belin. Of a very ancient one, I dare ſwear, by their Dreſs—Affront! 
Pſhaw, how you're miſtaken ! The poor Creature, I warrant, was as full 
of Curtſies, as if I had been her Godmothex: The Truth on't is, I did 
endeavour to make her look like a Chriſtian — and the was ſenſible of 
it; for ſhe tharnk'd me, and gave me two Apples, piping hot, out of 
her Under-Petticoat-Pocket Ha, ha, ha: And tother did fo Rare 
and gape I fancy'd her like the Front of her Father's Hall; Her Eyes 
were the two Jut-Windows, and her Mouth the great Door, moſt hoſ- 
pitably kept open, for the Entertainment of travelling Flies. 

Aram. So then; you have been diverted. What did they buy? 

Belin. Why, the Father bought a Powder-Horn, and an Almanack, 
and a Comb-Caſe; the Mother, a great Fruz-Tour, and a Fat-Amber- 
Necklace; the Daughters only tore two Pair of Kid Gloves, with trying 
*em on Oh Gad, here comes the Fool that din'd at my Lady Free- 
love's t'other Day. I a OY es; FO 1. 2 

| Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 

Aram. May be he may not know us again. 

Belin. We'll put on our Masks to ſecure his Ignorance. 

2 + - [They put on their Masbs. 

Sir Fo, Nay, gad, I'll pick up; I'm reſolv'd to make a Night on't 


TN go to Alderman Fondlewife by and oP and get 50 Pieces more from 
ine 


him. Adflidikins, Bully, we'll wallow in Women. Why, this 
fame Madera- Wine has made me as light as a Graſhopper—Hiſt, hiſt, 
Bully, doſt thou ſee thoſe Tearers? | Sings. ] Look you what here i 
Look you what here is——Toll——lolL—— dera——toll——loll——A Gad, 
t'other Glaſs of Madera, and I durſt have attack'd em in my own proper 
Perſon, without your help. id 
Bluff. Come on then, Knight But o know what to ſay to'em? 
Sir Fo. Say: Pooh, Pox, I've enough to ſay never fear it— that is, 
if I can but think on't: Truth is, IJ have but a treacherous Memory. 


Belin. O frightful! Couſin, What ſhall we do? Theſe Things come 
toward us. | 


Aram, No matter 


I ſee Yainlove coming this Way———and, to 


. confeſs my Failing, I am willing to give him an Opportunity of making 


his Peace with me and to rid me of theſe Coxcombs, when I ſeem 


oppreſt with'em, will be a fair one. wy 
Bluff. Ladies, by theſe Hilts you are well met. 
Aram. We are afraid; not. | | — 
Bluff. What ſays my pretty. little Knapſack Carrier? [ To Belinda. 
Belin. O monſtrous filthy Fellow ! Good flovenly Captain Huff, Bluff, 
(what is your hideous Name?) be gone: Yon ſtink of Brandy and To- 


[ Spits 


bacco, moſt Soldier-like. Foh. 


V 


Can) - 


Sir, Fo. Now am I Dap-daſh down in the Mouth, and have not one 


Word to ſay ! (Aſide. 
Aram. J hope my Fool has not Confidence enough to be W 
7 Aſide 


Sir, Foſ. Hem ! Pray, Madam, which way is the Wind ? 

Aram. A pithy Queftion—— Have you ſent your Wits for a Venture, 
Sir, that you enquire ? ; 

Sir Fof. Nay, now T'am in——1 can prattle like a Magpye. (Aſide. 


Enter Sharper and Vainlove at 4 Diſtance. 


Beli. Dear Araminta, I'm tir d. | 
Aram. Tis but er our Masks, and obliging Fainlove to know us, 
I' be rid of my Fool by fair means — Well, Sir Joſeph, you ſhall ſee 
my Face — but, be gone immediately—I ſee one that will be Jealous, 
to find me in diſcourſe with you ze diſcreate No reply; but 
away. . _ (Unmasks 

Sir 70. The great Fortune, that dined at any Lady Freelove's ! Sir 
Foſeph thou art a made Man. Agad, I'm in Love up to the Ears. But 

PH be diſcreet, and huſht. 1 (Afide 
Blue. Nay, by the World, I'll ſee your face. 
Belix. You ſhall. 2 | (Dumas. 
Sharp. Ladies, your humble Servant We were afraid, you would 
not have given us leave to know you. 

Aram. We thought to have been priyate — But we find Fools, have 

the ſame advantage over a Face in a Mask, that a Coward has, while the 

2 is in the Scabbard — So were forced to draw in our own 
elence. 

Bluffe. My Blood riſes at that Fellow: I can't ſtay where he is; and ! 
muſt not draw in the Park. | (To Sir Jof. 

Sir Joſ. I wiſh I durſt ſtay to let her know my Lodging 

| ( Exeunt Sir loſ. and Bluffe. 

Sharp. There is in true Beauty, as in Courage, ſomewhat which nar- 
row Souls cannot dare to admire 
the break of Ly. 

Belind. Very Durtly —I believe, Mr. Vainlove has not rubb'd his Eyes, 
ſince-break of Day neither, e looks as if he durſt not approach—Nay, 
come Couſin, be Friends with him I ſwear he looks fo very ſimply , 
ha, ha, ha,— Well, a Lover in the ſtate of ſeparation from his Miſtriſs, 
is like a Body without a Soul. Mr. Yainlove, ſhall I be bound for your 
good Behaviour for the future ? 3 

Vain. Now muſt I pretend ignorance equal to hers, of what ſhe knows 
as well as I. ( Aſide. ) Men are apt * offend ( 'tis true) where 2 


And ſee, the Owls are fled, as at 
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Rad moſt goodneſs to forgive But, Madam, I hope I ſhall-proy 

of a Temper, not to abuſe Mercy, by committing new Offences. 
Aram. So cold ! £14494.” 7s ( Aſide. 
Belin. I have broke the Ice for 5 1, Mr. Vainlove, and ſo I leave you. 


Come Mr. Sharper, you and I will tak= a turn, and laugh at the Vulgar— 


Both the great Vulgar and the ſmal —Oh Gad! I have a great Paſſion 
for Cowly—— Do t you admire him 1 == 

Sharp. Oh Madam! He was our Er -ifh Horace. | 

Belin. Ah ſo fine! ſo extremely {52 ! So every thing in the world 
that I like Oh Lord, walk this wei — 1 ſee a couple FI give you 
their Hiſtory, | (Ex. Bel. and Sharp. 

Vain. I find, Madam, the formality of the Law muſt be obſerv'd, tho 
the Penalty of it be diſpens'd with;and an Offender muſt plead to his Ar- 
raignment, though he have his Pardon in his Pocket. | 

Aram. I'm amaz'd ! This Inſolence exceeds the t'other; -- whoever 
has encourag'd you to this aſſurance — preſuming ppon the eaſineſs of 


my Temper, has much deceiv'd you, and ſo you ſhall find. 


Vain. Hey day ! Which way now ? Here's fine doubling. (Aſide. 
Aram, Baſe Man! Was it not enough to affront me with your ſawcy 


Paſſion? 


Vain. You have given that Paſſion a much kinder Epithet than Sawcy, 
in another place. 1.5 1 
Aram. Another place! Some villainous Deſign to blaſt my Honour — 


But tho thou hadſt all the Treachery and Malice of thy Sex, thou canſt 
not lay a blemiſh on my Fame No, I have not err'd in one fa- 


yourable Thought of Mankind How time might have decei- 
ved me in you, I know not; my opinion was but young, and your ear- 
Ty baſeneſs has prevented its growing to a wrong Belief——— Un- 


worthy, and ungrateful! Be gone, and never ſee me more. 


Vain. Did I dream ? Or do I dream ? Shall I believe my Eyes, 
or Ears? The Viſion is here ftill -— Four Paſſion, Madam, will 
admit of no farther reaſoning — But here is a ſilent Witneſs of 
.your acquaintance ERS 0.7 Of 1571 Tf] 15 
¶ Tales out the Letter, and offers it: She ſnatches it, and throws it 


. Aram. There's Poiſon in every thing you touch — Bliſters will 
ollow. --}—— ? / | ps 
Vain. Thit Tongue, which denies what the Hands have done. 


Aram. Still myltically, ſenſeleſs and impudent - I ſind ꝶ muſt leave 
the place. | | R 
Vain. No, Madam, Pm gone She knows her Name's to it, which ſhe 


will be unwilling to expoſe to the Cenſure of the firſt finder. (Est. 


Aram. Woman's Obſtinacy made me blind, to what Woman's Cu- 
riolity now tempts me to ſee, '( Takes up the Letter and Exit. 


Enter 


1 
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Detind. Nay, we have ſpared no hody, I ſwear. Mr. Sharper, you're 
a pure Man; where did you get this excellent Talent of Railing *? 
Sharp. Faith, Madam, the Talent was born with me: —I conſeſs, I have 
taken care to improve it; to qualify me for the ſocicty of Ladies. 
Belin. Nay, ſure Railing is the beſt qualification in a Woman's Man. 
Sharp. The ſecond beft, —indeed I think Enter Foot man. 
Belin. How now, Pace? Where's my Couſin ? — 
Foot. She's not very well, Madam, and has ſent to know, if your 
Ladiſhip would have the Coach come again for you ? 
Belin. © Lord, No, I'll go along with her. Come, Mr. Sharper. (Exeunt 


S CEN E Changes to 4 Chamber in Fondlewife's Houſe. 


Emmer Lætitia and Bellmour, hir Cloak, Har, &c. lying loſe about the 
Wy WELD 20 a... Chopin. | 3 | 
Bel. Here's no body, nor no noiſe —twas nothing but your fears. 
Let. I durſt have ſworn, I had heard my Monſter's Voice - I ſwear, 

I was heartily frightaed—Feel how my heart beats. 

Bell. Tis an alarm to Love Come in again, and let us— |, +» 
Fond. without. Cocky, * where are you Cocky? l'm come home. 
Let. Ah! There he is. Make haſte, gather up your things.” © 

Fond. Cocky, Cocky, open the Door. | 
Bell. Pox choak him, would his Horns were in his Throat. My Patch, 

my Patch. . ( Looking about and gathering up his things. 

Let. My Jewel, art thou there? No matter for your Patch--You 

Sant tum in, Nykin——Run into my Chamber, quickly, quickly. You 


Sant tum in. N (Bell. goes ix 
Fond. Nay prithee, Dear, ifeck Pm in haſte. | | 
Let. Then Ill let you in. ( Opens the Door. 


Enter Fondlewife, and Sir Joſeph. 


Fond. Kiſs, Dear — I met the Maſter of the Ship by the way—Aud 

I muſt have my Papers of Accounts out of your Cabinet. 
Let. Oh, I'mundone ! | ( Aſide. 
Sir Jo. Pray,firſt let me have 50 J. good Alderman, for I'm in haſte. 
Fond. A hundred has already been paid, by your Order. Fifty? ! 
have the Sum already in Gold, in my Cloſet. (Goes into his Cloſe: 
Sir Jo. Agad, it's a curious fine, pretty Rogue; I'll ſpeak to her — 
Pray, Madam, what news d'ye here ? 4 
| | 2 Let- 


bids [EST 5 

Tet. Sir, I ſeldom ſtir abroad. (Walks about in diſorder. 
Sir Fo. 1 wonder at that, Madam, for tis moſt curious fine weather. 
Let. Methinks, t has been very ill weather. = 
Sir Fo. As you ſay, Madam, tis pretty bad weather, and has beenſo 

3 great while. Ns | os . 


Enter Fondlewife, 


Fond. Here are fifty pieces in this Purſe, Sir Fo/eph—If you will tarrx 
a moment, till I fetch my Papers, I'll wait upon you down Stairs. 

Lat. Ruin'd, paſt Redemption! What ſhall If As Fond. 7s going in- 
do—— Ha! this Fool may be of uſe; ( A/ide.) N the Chamber, ſbe 
Stand off, rude Ruffian. Help me, my Dear—-4 runs to Sir Joſeph,atl- 
O bleſs me ! Why will you leaye me a lone with ) muſt puſhes him down, 
fuch a Satyr. | | and cries out. © 

Fond. Bleſs us! what's the matter? what's the matter? | 

Ler. Your back was no ſooner turn'd; but like a Lion, he came open 
_ upon me, and would have raviſhed a kiſs from me by main 

Sir Jo. O Lord O terrible! Na, ha, ha, is your Wife mad, Alder- 
Man: | | | 
1 27 Oh ! 1 am ſick with the fright ; wont you take him out of my 

eht | Ce Pd 2M 

Fond. Oh Traytor ! I'm aſtoniſhed. Oh bloody minded Traytor !. 

Sir . Hey-day, Traytor your ſelf - By the Lord Harry I was is 
moſt danger of being raviſh'd, if you go to that. 

Sir Jo. Oh, how the blaſphemous wretch ſwears ! Out of my 
bouſe, thou Son of the whore of Babylon; 8 of Bel and the 
N Ble us! Raviſh my Wife! my Dinah! Oh Shechemite ! Be 
1 Sir Je Why the Devil's in the people, I think. ' (Ems: 

Let.. Oh! won't you follow, and ſee him out of Doors, my Dear? . 
Fund. I'll ſhut this door, to ſecure him from coming back Give me 
the Key of your Cabinet, Cocky — Raviſh my Wife before my face! I 
warrant he's a. Papiſt in his heart, at leaſt, if not a French-man. 
Let. What can Ido now! (Aſide.) Oh! my Dear, I have been in, 
ſuch a fright, that I forgot to tell you, poor Mr. Spint ext has a ſad Fit 
of the Cholick, aud is forced to lie down upon our bed -— You'll di- 
ſturb him; I cap tread ſoftlier. 2 „ 

Fond, Alack poor Man —— No, no, - you don't know the Papers — I 
won't diſturb him; Give me the Key. ( (he gives him the Key, 

goes to the Chamber-door, and ſpeaks aloud.) 14 

Let. Tis no body but Mr. En /lewife, Mr. Spintext, lie ſtill on your 
Stomach ; lying on your Stomach, will eaſe you of the Cholick.. . 

Fond. Ay, ay, lie till, lie Kill ; don t les me diiturb you. ( * 

; ” 4 


n 
Let. Sure, when he does not ſee his face, he won't diſcover him. 


Dear Forture, help me but this once, and I'll never run in thydebt a- 
gain But this Opportunity is the Devil. 


Fondlewife returns with Papers. 


Fond. Good lack, good lack ! —— I profeſs the poor Man is in great 
torment, he lies as flat Dear, you ſhould heat a Trencher, or a 
Napking—--Where's Deborah? let her clap a warm thing to his 
Stomach, or chafe it with a warm hand, rather than fail. What 
Books this ? | Seer the Book that Bellmour forgor. 
, > Mr. Spint ext's Prayer-book, Dear Pray Heaven it be 9 

4 | N | | Aſide. 

Fond. Good: Man I I warrant he ao» on purpoſe, that you night 
take it up, and read ſome of the pious Ejacnlatious. (Tating up che Book. 
O bleſs me / © monſtrous ! A Prayer-book ? Ay, this is the Devil's 
Pater-Noſi . Hold, let me ſee; The Innocent Lame, 


Let. Misfortune ! gow all's ruin'd again. (Ast. 


Bell, LPeeping. J Damn d Chance | If I had gone a-whoring with the 
Practice of Piety in my Pocket; I had never been diſcover d. 
7 _ A and innocent O Lord !. Here's Doctrine I Ay, here's 
1 e 11 12 822 11 
0 has. Dear Husband, F'm amaz d: S$ureit is a good Book, and 
only tends to the Speculation of Sin. | 
Fond. Speculation ! No, no; ſomething went farther: than ſpeculation 


when I was not to be let in —— Where is this Apocrypal Elder 
PH ferret him. | OT ht 
T. I'm fo diſtracted, I can't think of a Lye. (AA.. 
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Fondlewife halizg our Bellmour. 


Fond. Come out here, thou Ananias incarnate——Who, how now! 


who have we here? | 
Let. Ha! ( Shreiks, as ſurprixed. 


Fond. Oh, thou ſalacious Woman! Am I then. brutified? Ay, I-feet- 
it here; I ſprout, I bud, I bloſſom, I am ripe-horn- mad. But who in 


the Devil's name, are yon: Mercy on me for ſwearing. But 

Let. Oh, goodneſs keep us ! Who's this? Who are.you ? What are 

on ? 974 43 | * . 
N Bell. Soh. ; . , | ST | i 

Lat, In the name of the Oh! Good, my Dear; don't come near it, 

Fm afraid it is the Deal; indeed it has hoofs, Dear. 


Fond. | 


k 


will cure you of the Cholick. Ab Þ L. wiſh he 


little unlucky in coming fo -, and hindr 


Fond. Indeed, and have Horns, Dear, „ TheDen l, 3%, kg, 5 


205 the let, Thon Harlpt, | Pear quith the Box. Come-Syren, ſpeaks | 


confeſs who is this revergady. braway Paſtor 2:17 
Mart . and indeed now my dear Nyken—1 never fore this wicked 
Man before 

Fond. Oh, it is a Man then; it ems... 

Let. Rather, ſure it is a Wolf in the cloathing of a Sheep. 

Fond. Thou art a Devil in his proper cloathing, Womans fleſh: 
What you know — 2 him, but hib Flerce here You dow _ 
Mutton ? you: Mapdalen unc onverted. - 36h 3 

Belk Well; nom I kam my Cue] That is ucry, hononrably,. to ex- 
euſdher, and very impudently accuſe my ſelf f... Aide 
Lat, Why then, Ewiſh: I may never enter into the Heaven 'of your 
Embfaces again, my Deafi if ever Haw his face before. 


Fund. O Lord ! O ſtrange ! I am in admiration of your impodence 


Lobk at him wlittle better; he is more modeſt, I'warrantgou, than 


to denyit. Come, were you two never face to face before? Speak. 
Bel. Since al Artiſſee i338 vain - Hnd I think = _ ele to ſpeak | 


the Truth in Juſtice to your Wife No-. wn 75; 


* Fond. Humph. Mis 2 7 __ 137? 

Lat. No, indeed Indeed Dear! — 

Fond. Nay Indi you are both in 4 — * 1 * pO: But, 
what not to be cuted of the merknamen en your Patient, 
Mrs. Quack? Oh, lie upon your Stomach, lyi on your Stomach 
A 2 
ſtomach but his own. Anſwer meitkat Jenabet > ? 9413 01 (bag) | 

"Let. Let the wicked Man anſwer for himſel#; does he at I 
— nothing to do but to excuſe him; *tis enough, if I can 2 1 f 
own innocence to my own Dear. 

"Bell. By my troth, -agd ſo tiszel have eek a tithe tdobickward, 


that's the truth on t. 


Fond. Come, Sir, who are you, in the firſt place? and what are you? 
Bell. A Whoremaſter. * 1255 of Tn | 

Fond. Very Conciſe. 

Let. O beaſtly, impudent Creature. D150 0 I! rag 
Fond. Well Sir, aud what came you kither for ? „ 58d ale 
2 Fo lie with your Wife. 

Foud - Good again Avery civil Perfon this, and believe ſpeaks truth 
Ler. Oh, inſupportable impudence Pol: 1 

Fond. Well, Sir, Pray be cover 'd—and you have - Heh ! You: have 


Aniſh'd the matter, Heh ? And l amas I ſhould be, a fort of a civil Per- 
quiſite to a Wharemaſter, called a Cctold, Heh. Is it not fo ? Come, 


I'm inclining to believe every word you ſay. 00 174 
Hell. Why, Faith I muſt confeſs, Ldes ſigud you But qu were a 
od the making of your own 
Fortune. Fond, 


Fond. Humph, Nay, if you mince the matter once, and go back of 
your word; you are not the Perſon I tnok you for. Come, come, go on 
boldly.—W hat; don't be aſham'd of your Profeſſion—Confefs, confeſs, 

I ſhall love thee the better for it—T ſhall, Pfeck.—What, doſt think. 
1doa t know how to behave my felt in the employment of a Cuckold, 
and have been 3 Years Apprentice to Matrimony ?- Come, come; Plain- 
dealing is a,JeweL, | : 0 Fs 7: 05M 
Bel. Well, ſince I ſee thou art a good honeſt Fellow, Ill confeſs the 
whole matter to thee. | 


Fond. Oh, lama wy honeſt Fellow—You'never lay with an honeſter 
Man's Wife in your Life. | E ut 
Let. How my Heart akes ! All my comfort lies in his impudence, and 
Heav'n be prais'd, he has a conſiderable rtion. N (Aſide. 
Bell. In ſhort then, I was inform d ofahs opportunity of your ab- 
ſence, by my Spy, (tor faith, honeſt Iſaac, I have a long time deſigu'd 
thee this favour) I knew Spin- te vt was to come by your direction. 
But I laid a trap for him. and procured his Habit; in which, I paſs'd 
upon your Servants, and was conducted hither. I pretended a Fit o 
e Cholick, to excuſe my lying down upon your Bed; hoping that 
when ſhe heard of it, her- good nature would bring her to ad miniſter 
Remed ies for my Diſtemper.Vou know what might have follow'd — 
But like an uncivil Perſon, you kuock'd at the Door, before your Wife 
was come to me. 


Fond. 'Ha | This is Apocryphal ; I may chuſe whether I will believe 


it or no. ö | * | 

Bell. That you may, faith, and Vhope you won't believea word on't— 
but I can't help telling the truth, for my life. 

Fond. How ! wou'd you not have me believe you, ſay you. 

Bell. No; for then you muſt of conſequence part with your wife, aad* 
there will be Ome hopes of having her upon the publick ; then the en- 
couragement of 4 ſeparate maintenance —— 

Fond. No, no, for that matter--when ſhe and I part, ſhe'll carry her 
ſeparate maintenance about her. | | 

Let. Ah, cruel Dear, how can you be fo barbarons? You'd break my. 
heart, if you talk of parting. (Cries. 

Fund. Ah! Difſembling Vermin ! | 

Bell. How canſt thou be o cruel, Je? Thou haſt the Heart of s. 
Mountain-Tyger. By ihe faith of a ſincgre Sinner, ſhe's innocent for 
me. Go to him, Madain, fling your ſurwy ( She goes and hangs upon 
Arms abaut his ſtubborn Necs; bathe bis re- 0 his Neck, and biſſes 
lentlef$ Face in your alt trickling -ars.—So, © him. Bell. kiffes ber 
a few ſoft Words, aud a Kiſs, and the good / H 4 bind Fondle- 


Man melts. See how kind Nature wors., and C wife's back: 
boils over in him. | 


Lat. In- 


(46) 


Lit indeed, my Dear, I was but juſt come down Stairs, when you 
knock'd at the Door; and the Maid told me Mr. oin-text was ill of the 
Cholick, —_” our Bed. And won't you ſpeak to me, cruel Nykin? indeed 
I'll die, if yon don't. 

Fond. Ah! No, no, [ cannot ſpeak, my heart's fo full I have been 
2 tender Husband, a tender Yoke-f-llow, you know I have but thou 
haſt been a faithleſs Dalilah, and the Phil. | Speak: have been ap-n tice. 


Heh ! Art thou not vile and unclean, Heh (#"coping. 
Lat. No--h. (Gg hing. 
Fond. Oh, that I could believe thee ! 

Let. Oh, my Heart will break. (Sremang to faint. 


Fond. Heh, ow !. No, ſtay, ſtay, 1 wil believe thee, I will— 
Pray bend her forward; Sir. 


Ler. Oh! Oh! Where is my Dear ? | 
3 Fond. Here, here, I do believe thee. ——1 won't believe my own 
es, 

"Bel. For my part, I am ſo charm'd with the love of your Turtle 
to you, that Il go and ſollicite Matrimony with all my might and 
maln. 

Fond. Well, well, Sir; as long as I believe it, tis well enough. Jo 
thanks to you, Sir, for her Vertue.——But, I'll ſhow you the way out 
of my Houſe, if you pleaſe. Come, my Dear. Nay, I will believe 
Thee, I do, i'feck. 

Bell. See the great Bleſſi ag of: an eaſie Faith; Opinion cannot err. 

No Husband, by his , can be deceiv'd ; 
She ſtill is Vertuous, if he” s ſo belicy'd. (Exemr. 


- iu ; _ | ACT. 


e 
ACT. V. SCENE I. The Street 


Enter Bellmour in Fanatick Habit, and Setter. 


— 
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Bell. Etter! well encounter'd. | 
Setter, Joy of your Return, Sir. Have you made a good Voy- 
age? Or have you brought your own Lading back ? 
Bell. No, I have brought nothing but Ballaſt back— made a delicious 
Voyage, Setter; and might have rode at Anchor in the Port till this 
time, but the Enemy ſurpriz'd us.—I would unrig. a 
Setter, I attend you, Sir. | 


CHeartwel and Lucy appear at Sylvia's Door. J 


| 

Bell. Ha! Is not that Heantwel at Sylvia's Door? Be gone quickly, I'M 
follow you: I would not be known. {Ex Setter] Pox take em, | | 

| 


they ſtand juſt in my way. 
Heart. Pm impatient till it be done. 

Lucy, That may be, without troubling your ſelf to go again for your 

Brother's Chaplain. Dgg't you ſee that ſtalking Form of Godliaeſs ? ; 
Heart. O Pox; he's Fanatic. 8 | 1 
Lacy, An Executioner qualified to do your buſineſs. He has been law- | | 


fully Ordain'd. | 

Heart. I'll pay him well, if you'll break the Matter to him. 

Lucy, I warrant you—Do you go and prepare your Bride. (Ex. Heart. 4 

Bell. Humph, Sits the Wind there? —— What a lucky Rogue am I! 4 
Oh, what ſport will be here, if I can perſuade this Wench to Secreſie? 4 

Lucy, Sir: Reverend Sir. | 

Bell. Madam. (Diſcovers bimſelf. * 

Lucy, Now, Goodneſs have money upon me ! Mr. Bellmour ! is it you? * 

Bell. Even I. What doſt think | 

Lucy, Think! That 1 ſhould not believe my Eyes, and that you are 
not what you ſeem to be. 

Bell. True. But to convince thee who I am, thou knoweſt my old 
Token. . | | (Kiſſes her. 
Lucy, Nay, Mr. Bellzo#r: O Lard ! I believe you are a Parſon in good | 
earnelt, yon kiſs ſo deyoutly. 

Bell. Well, your buli as with me, Lucy? . = 

Lacy, I had none, but through miltake. _ | ” 

Bell. Which miitake you mult g thorongh with, Zzcy—— Come, I 

know the latreigue between Heartw * your Miſti eſs and you miſtook 
; 
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me for Tribulation Spin-text, to marry 'em.—-—Ha ? Are not matters in 
this poſture ?——Confeſs :——Come, I'll be faithful; I will Pfaith. 
What, Diſſide in me, Lucy? „ 
Lucy, Alas-a-day ! You and Mr. Vainlote between you, have ruin'd 
my poor Miſtreſs: Yon have made a Gap in her Reputation ; and can 
yon blame her if ſhe ſtop it up with a Husband ; 
Bell. Well, is it as I lay ? | | /* 
Tucy, Well, it is then: But you'll be ſecret ? | f 
Bell. Phuh, Secret, Ay: And to be out of thy debt, I'll truſt thee 
with another ſecret. Your Miſtreſs 11ſt not marry Heartwel, Lucy. 
Lucy, Haw ! O Lord — | 5 5 
Bell. Nay, don't be in Paſſion, Lucy: I'll provide a fitter Husband 
for her. Come, here's earneſt of my good intentions for thee too; Let 
this mollife.—[Gives her Money. ] Look you, Heart wel is my Friend; and 
tho? he be blind, I muſt not ſee him all into the Snare, and unwittingly 
marry a W hore. | | 1 
Lucy, Whore ! I'd have you to know my Miſtreſs ſcorns 
Bell. Nay, nay : Look you, Lucy; there are Whores of as good Qua- 
lity.——But to the purpoſe, if you will give me leave to acquaint you 
with it.—Do you carry on the Miſtake of me: I'll marry 'em. Nay, 
don't pauſe ;———If you do, I'll ſpoil all. ——— I have ſome private 
Reaſons for what I do, which L' tell you within.——In the mean time, 
E promiſe —— and rely upon me to help your Miſtreſs to a 'Husband : 
ay, and thee too, Lucy Here's my hand, Iwill; with a freſh Af 
furance. | J. (Give her more Money. 
Lucy, Ah; the Devil is not ſo'cunning—You know my eaſie Nature. 
Well, for once I'll venture to ſerye you; but if you do deceive me, 
the Curſe of all kind, tender-hearted women light upon you. ef 
Bel. That's as much as to ſay, The Pox take me. —Well,lead- 0n.(Exennt 
MES 77 128 | 1 2 A 
Enter Vainlove, Sharper and Setter. 


* 


Sharp. Jaſt now, ſay you, gone in with Lacy? | 
Setter, I ſaw him, Sir, and ſtood at the Corner where you found me, 
and over-heard all they ſaid: Mr. Bellmour is to marry cm. 

Sharp. Ha, haz Twill be a pleaſant-Cheat, -— I'll plague Heart wel 
when I ſee him.Prithee, F an, let's teaze him,make him fret till he foam 
at the mouth, and diſgorge his Matrimonial Oath with Intereſt. — Come, 
thou'rt ſo muſty —— 

Setter, (To Sharper.) Sir, a word with you. (Whiſpers him, 

Vain. Sharper ſwears ſhe has forſworn the Letter I'm fare he tells 
me Truth; but I am not ſure ſhe told him Truth-:——- Yet ſhe was 
unaffectedly concern'd, he ſays, and often bluſ'd with Anger and Sur- 

rize:—And foI remember in the Park.—She had reaſon, if I wrong 
1333 begin to doubt. 8 | 


Sharp. Say'ft 


Shan Say iſt thou ſo i 3 
| 3 This Afternoon,, Sir, about an Hour before my Maſter receiv'd 
the Letter. | 

Sharp. In my, Conſcience, like-enough..,  _» - 

Setter. Ay, I know her, Sir-; at leaſt I'm ſure I can fiſh it out of her: 
She's the very Sluice to her Ladies Secrets: — Tis but ſetting her Mill 
a going, and I can drein her of em all. 

Sharp. Here, Frank, your Bloud-hound has made out the Fault: This 
Letter, that ſo ſticks ia thy Maw, is counterfeit; only a Trick of Sylvia 
in Revenge, contriv'd by Lucy. 

Vain. Ha! It has a Colour But how do you know it, Sirrah ? 

Setter. I do ſuſpe& as much;— becauſe why, Sir,—She was pumping 
me about, how your Worſhips Affairs ſtood towards Madam Araminta; 
as, When you had ſeen her laſt? when you were to ſee her next? and, 
where you were to be found at that time ? and ſuch like. 

Vain. And where did you tell her? | 

Setter. In the a., © mid cm rt | 

Vain. Therel receiv'd the Letter lt muſt be fo——And why did 
you not find me out, to tell me this before, Sot ? | 

Setter. Sir, I was Pimping for Mr. Bellmour. 

Sharp. You were well employ'd: — I thiak there is no Objection to 
the Excuſe. 40 | | | 

Vain. Pox o'my ſawcy Credulity If I have loſt her, I deſerve it. 
But if Confeſſion and Repentance be of force, Ill win her, or he her 

| | Exit. 


into a Forgiveneſs. | . 
Sharp. Metkinks I long to ſee Bellmour come forth. 


Enter Bellmour. 


Setter. Talk of the Devil ſee where he comes. 

Sharp. Hugging himſelf in his proſperous Miſchiet—No real Fanatick 
can look better . after a ſucceſsful Sermon of Sedition. 

_ Sharper ! Fortifie thy Spleen: ſuch a Jeſt ! ſpeak when thou art 
ready. | | 

Sharp. Now, were I ill-natur'd, would I utterly diſappoint thy Mirth: 
Hear thee tell thy mighty Jeſt, with as much Gravity as a Biſhop hears 
Venereal Cauſes in the Spiritual Court: Not ſo much as wrinkle my Face 
with one Smile; but let thee look ſimply, and laugh by thy ſelf. 
. * P'ſhaw, No; I have a better opinion of thy Wit — Gad, I de- 

e thee— 

Sharp. Were it not loſs of Time, you ſhould make the Experiment. 
But honeſt Se-rer here, over heard you with Lucy, and has told me all. 

Bel. * then, I thank thee for not putting me out of Conntenance. 
But, to tell you ſomething you don't know —— I got an opportunity 
(after I had married em) of diſcovering the Cheat to Sylvia. She took 
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it at firſt, as another Woman would the like Diſappbintment but my 
dh, 17 to make her amends quickly with another Husband, ſomewhat 
acthed her. | 
a Sharp. But how the Devil do you think to acquit your ſelf of your 
Promiſe ? Will you marry her your ſelf? | 
Bell. 1 have no fach intentions at preſent—Prithee, wilt thou think 
a little for me? I am ſure the Ingenious Mr. Setter will aſſiſt. Nh 
Setter. O Lord, Sir! 
Bell. T'll leave him with you, and go ſhift my Habit. (Exit. 


Enter Sir Joſeph and Bluffe. 


Sharp. Heh ! Sure Fortune has ſent this Fool hither on purpoſe. Set- 
ter, ſtand cloſe ; ſeem not to obſerve em; and, Hark-ye-— (Whiſpers. 
Bluffe. Fear him not.—I am prepar'd for him now; and he ſhall find 

he might have ſafer-rous'd a ſleeping Lyon. 

Sir Jo/. Huſh, huſh : don't you ſee him ? | 'S 
 Blyffe.. Shew him to me. Where is he? LOSE Ke 
Sir Foſ. Nay, don't ſpeak fo loud —I don't jeſt, as I did a 

Iittle while ago Look yonder A-gad, if he ſhould hear the 

Lyon roar,he'd cudgel him into an Aſs, and his primitive Braying. Don't 

you remember the Story in e£/op's Fables, Bully? A-gad, there are 

good Morals to be pickt out of ÆAſop's Fables, let me tell you that; and 

Reynard the Fox co. 2 8 | 
Bluffe. Damn your Morals. | | 
Sir Fo/. Prithee, don't ſpeak ſo loud. HOWE $14.50 
Bluffe. Damn your Morals ; I muſt revenge the Aﬀront done to my 

Honour. "Hin es (In a low Voice. 
Sir 70%. Ay; Do, do, Captain, if you think fitting Von may diſpoſe 

of your own Fleſh as you think fitting, d'ye ſee : — But by the Lord 

Harry, 11 leave you. 1 (Stealing away upon his Nprtoes. 
Bluffe. Prodigions ! What will you for ſake your Friend in extremity! 

You can't in Honour refuſe to carry him a Challenge. 

| (Almoſt whiſpering, and treading ſoftly after him. 
Sir Fof. Prithee, what do you ſee in my face, that looks as if I would 

4 carry a Challenge? Honour is your Province, Captain; Take it—All 

[| the World know me to be a Knight, and a Man of Worſhip. 

f Setter. I warrent you, Sir, Pm inſtructed, | 
Sharp. tmpoſſible ! Araminta take a liking to a Fool! (Aloud. 
Fetter. Her head runs on nothing elſe, nor ſhe can talk of nothing elſe; 
Sharp: I know ſhe cymmended him all the while we were in the Fark; 

* but I thought it had Been only to make Vainlove jealons. — —— | 

* Sir Foſ. How's this! Good Bully hold your breath, and let's hearken. 

. A.- gad this mnſt be I. —— | ; 

1 Sharp. Death, it can't be, — An Oaf, an Ideot, a Wittal. . 

: Sir Fo. Ay, 
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Sir Foſ. Ay, now it's out; *tis I, my own individual Perſon. 


4 —a—ͤ— 


Sharp. A Wretch, that has flown for ſhelter to the loweſt ſnrub of 


Mankind, and ſeeks protection from a blaſted Coward. 
Sir Foſ. That's you, Bully Back. 


morrow morning. — Has ſhe not? | 
Setter. She has, Sir, - And I have it in Charge to attend her all this 
Evening, in order to conduct her to the place appointed. 

Shard. Well, I'll go and inform your Maſter ; and do you preſs her to 
make all the kaſte imaginable. . (Ex. 

Setter. Were I a Rogue now, what a noble Prize could I diſpoſe of 
A goodly Pinnace, richly laden, and to launch forth under my Auſpici- 
ous Convoy. Twelve thouſand Pounds, and all her Rigging; beſides 
what lies coaceal'd under Hatches. —- Ha! All this committed to my 
care! Ayaunt Temptation. — Setter, ſhew thy ſelfa Perſon of worth; 
be true to thy Truſt, and be reputed honeſt. Reputed honeſt ! Hum: 
Is that all? Ay: For to be honeſt is nothing; the reputation of it is all. 
Reputation!what have ſuch poor Rogues as I to do with Reputation? tis 
above us; and for Men of Quality, they are above it; ſo that Reputati- 


on is Cen as foliſh as Honeſty. And for my part, if I meet Sir Foſeph- 


with a Purſe of Gold in his hand, I'lidiſpoſe of mine to to beſt advantage 
Sir Fo/. Heh, heh, heh: Here tis for you, i'faith, Mr. Serrer. Nay, 
I'll take you at your word. ( Chinking a Purſe. 

Setter. Sir Joſeph and the Captain too! undone, nadone ! I'm un- 
_ my Maſter's undone, my Lady's undone, and all che buſineſs is 
undone. | | «4 

Sir Foſ. No, no, never fear, Man, the Lady's buſineſs ſhall be done. 
What Come, Mr. Setter, I have over heard all, and to ſpeak, is but 
loſs of time; but if there be occaſion, let theſe worthy Gentlemen inter- 
cede for me. | 
Setter. O Lord, Sir, what do you mean? Corrupt my Honeſty; >— 
They have indeed very perſuading faces. But | 
— Joſ. ITis to little, there's more, Man. There, take al. 

ow —- | 

Setter. Well Sir Joſeph, you have ſuch a winning way with you 

Sir JoſgpAnd how, and how, good 5c::er, did the little Rogue look, 
when ſhe talk'd of Sir 7o/eph Did not her Eyes twinkle, and her Mouth 
water? Did not ſhe pull up her little Bubbies? And--Agad, I'm fo o- 
verjoy d- And ſtroke. down her Pelly? aud then ſtern aide to tie her 
Garter, when ſhe was thinking of l Love ? Hek, Serter. 

Setter. Oh, Yes, Sir. 

Sir 7%. Ho now, Bully? What, mclancholy, becauſe 1'min the La- 
dies fayour ! — No matter, I'll mate your peace know they were 
a little ſmart upon you —-But I Warrant, II bring you inte the Ladies 
good Graces, | 

Blnffe, 


( Bluffe frowes upon Sir Joſi 
Sharp. She has given Vainlove her Promiſe, to marry him before to + 


(Gives him Gold. 
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aff Blute. Piſhavr, I have Petitions to ſhow, from other gueſs Toys than 


ſhe. Look bre; Theſe were ſent me this mor uing There, read, 
(Shows Letter) That That's a Scrawl of Quality. Here, here's from 
a Countef tov, Hum, — No, hold that's from a Rnight's Wife, 
ſhe ſent. it me by her Husband But here, but theſe are from Perſons 
of great Qvality. | | 

Sir Fof. hey are either from Perſons of great White Sir Joſeph 
Quality, or no Quality at all, tis ſuch a aeg reads Bluffe whiſ- 
ugly Hand. ' per Setter. 
8 Captain, I would do any thing to ſerve you; but this is fo dif- 

— : | | 

Jae. Nat at all. Don't I known him? 

Setter. You'll remember the Conditions? . 

-Bluffe. I'll give t you under my Hand In the mean time, here's 
Earneſt. ( Gives him Money.) Come, Knight, Pm capitulating 


* 


Sir 7%. Ah, honeſt Setter; — Sirrah, Pl give the'auy thing but 
a Night's Lodging. | (Exeunt 


Enter Sharper, tugging in Heartwel. 


Sharp. Nay, prithee leave Railing, and come along with me : May 
be ſhe mayn't be within, *Tis but to yond' Corner-houſe. | 

Heart, Whither ? Whither ? Which Corner-houſe ? 

Sharp. Why, there : The Two white Poſts. 

Heart. And who would you viſit there, ſay you? (O' ons, how my 
heart akes.) 

Sharp, P ſhaw, Thou'rt ſo troubleſome and inquifitive=—Why, Pl 
tell you; Tis a young Creature that Yainlove debauch'd, and has ſor- 
ſaken. Did yon never hear Belmour chide him about Sylvia ! 1 

Heart. Death and Hell, and Marriage! My Wife! ( Aſide. 

Sharp. Why thou art as muſty as a New-marry'd Man, that had found 
his Wife Knowing the firſt Night. | 


Heart. Heil, and the Devil! Does he know it? But hold ——- if 


o 


he ſhould not, I were a Fool to diſcover it — I'll diſſemble, and try 


him. (Afide). Ha, ha, ha. Why Tom. Is that ſuch an Ogcafion of Me- 
lancholy? Is it ſich an uucommon Miſchief ? | | 
Sharp. No, faith; I believe not. Few Women, but have their 
Year of Probation, before they are cloiſter'd in the narrow joys of Wed- 
lock. But, prithee come a long with me, or I'll go aud have the Lady 
to my ſelf. B'w'y George. | (122. ( Going. * 


Heart. 


* Heart. O Torture! How he racks and tears me- Death ! Shall 
I own my Shame, or wittingly let him go and whore my Wife? No 
that's inſupportable h, Sharper ! f 

Sharper. How now? 

Heart. Oh, I am married. | 
Sharp. (Now hold Spleen. ) Married! 
Heart. Certainly, irrecoverably married. 
Sharp. Heav'n forbid, Man! How long? 2 a 
Heart. Oh, an Age, an Age! I have been married theſe two Hours. 
Sharp. My Old Batchelor married! That were a Juſt. Ha, ha, ha. 
Heart, Death! D'ye meck me? Heark-ye, If either you eſteem my 
Friendſhip, or your own Safety Come not near that Houſe—-- that. 
Coruer-houſe — that hot Brothel. Ask no Queſtions. (Exit 
Sharp, Mad, by this Light. = | | 
Thus a rief ſtill treads upon the Heels of Pleaſure : 


Marry'd ia haſte, we may repeut at leiſure. 


( ( Setter Entering.) | 
Setter, Some by Experience find thoſe Words miſplac'd : 1 
At leiſure marry'd, they repeut in haſte. | | 
As ſuppoſe my Maſter Heartwel. | 
Sh :rp. Here again, my Mercury 


Setter. Sublimate, if you pleaſe, Sir : I think my Atchievements do h | 
deſerve the Epithet — * was a Pimp too, but, though I bluſh to | 
own it, at this time, l muſt confeſs I am ſomewhat faln from the Dignity 1 
of my Function, and do condeſcend to be ſcandalouſly employ'd in the 
Promotion of Vulgar Matrimony. 

Sharp. As how, dear dextrious Pimp? 

Setter. Why, to be brief, for | have weighty Affairs depending, 
Our Stratagem ſucceeded as you intended life turns errant Traytor; 
bribes me, o make a private Conveyance of the Lady to him, and put 
a Sham ſettlement upon Sir Joſeph. 

Sharp. O Rogue! Well, but I hope > 

Setter. No, no; never fear me, Sir — I privately inform'd the 
Knight of the Treachery; who has agreed, ſeemiagly to be cheated, 
that the Captain may be ſo in reality. | 

Sharp. Where's the Bride? 

Setter .- Shifting, Cloaths for the purpoſe, at a Friend's Houſe of mine. 
Here's Company conung; if you'll walk this way, Sir, I'll tell you. 


(Exeunt. 
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( Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Araminta, and Vainlove. ) 
Vain. Oh, twas a Frenzy all : Cannot you forgive it? -— Men in 
Madneſs have a Title to your Pity. | (To Araminta. 


Aram. — W hich they forfeit, when they are reſtor'd to their Senſes. 


Vain. I am not preſuming beyond a Pardon. 


© 


s 


Aram. You who cou'd repro:ch me with one Counterfeit, how in ſo- 


_{alent would a real pardon make you ! But there's no need to forgive 
What is not worth my Anger. 


Belin. O my Conſcience, I cou'd find in my Heart to marry thee, 


| oy to be rid of thee At leaſt, Thou art fo troubleſome a 
ver, there's Hopes thow'lt make a more than ordinary quiet Huſ- 
band. Vee (To Bellmour. 


Bell. Say you ſo ? - Is that a maxim among ye? 


Belin. Yes; You flattering Mea of the Mode have made Marriage a 
meer French Diſh. '4 a 


Rell. I hope there's no. French SaWce. a (Aſide. 
Belin. You are ſo curious in the Preparation, that is, your Courtſhip, 


one would thinkyou meant a noble Entertainment But When we come 
to feed, tis all Forth, and poor, but in ſhow. Nay, often, only Remains, 


which have been I know not how many times warm d for other Compa- 


ny, and at laſt ſerv'd up cold to the Wife. 


Bell. That were a miſerable Wretch indeed, who cou'd not afford one 


warm Diſh for the Wife of his boſom -— But you timorous virgins form 


adreadful Chimzra of a Husband, as of a Creature contrary to that 
ſoft, humble plaiat, cake thing, a Lover, ſo gueſs at Plagues in Ma- 
trimony, in Oppoſition to the Pleaſures of Court- ip. Alas] Courtſhip 
to Marriage, is but as the Muſick in the Play-houſe, till the Curtain's 
drawn ; but that once up, then opens the Scene of Pleaſure, 

-Belin. Oh, foh no: Rather, Courtſhip to Marriage, as a very wity 
Prologue to4 very dull Play. | 


Emer Sharper. - | 


Sparp. Hiſt. -— Bellmonr If you'll bring the Ladies, make haſte to 
Sylvia'SLodgings, before Hearrwell has fretted himſelf out of breath. - 


I'm in haſte now, but I'll come in at the Cataſtrophe. (Exit. 
Bell. You have an Opportunity now, Madam, to revenge your ſelf 

upon Heart well, for atfrontiiyg, your Squirrel. (To Bchnda, 
Belin. O the filthy rude Bealt. 


Aram. is a laſting Quarrel : I think he has never been at our Houſe, 
ſince. 


Bell, But give your ſelves the trouble to walk to that Corner-Houſe, 
aud I'll tell you by the way what may divert and ſur prize 1 En 


— 


- 


(350 


SCENE Changes to Sylvia's Lodging. 


Enter Heartwell and Boy. 


Heart. Gone forth, ſay you, with her Maid! 

Boy. There was a Man too that fetch em out—Sertey, I think they 
call'd him. 

Heart. S0-h——— That precious Pimp too — — Damn'd, damn'd 
Strumpet! Cou'd ſhenot contain her ſelf on her Wedding. Day Not 
hold out till Night! Leave me. (Exit Boy 
O-cours'd State ! How wide we err, when apprehenſive of the Load o: 
Life! = We hope to find £ 


That Help which Nature meant in Woman-kind, 
To Man that Supplimental Self deſign'd; 
But proves a burning Cauſtick when apply'd, 
And Adam, ſure, cou'd with more Eaſe abide e 
The Bone when broken, than when made a Bride. 


Enter Bellmour, Belinda, Vainlove, Araminta 


Bell. Now George, What Rhyming ! I thought the Chimes of Verſe 
were paſt, when once the doleful Marriage-knell was rung. 

Heart. Shame and Contufion. Iam expoſed. 

| | ( Vainlove and Araminta tak a part. 

Belin. Joy, Joy Mr. Bridegroom; I give you Joy Sir. 

Heart.”Tis not in thy Nature to give me Joy—A Woman can as ſoon 
give Immortality. | | 
 Selin. Ha, ha, ha, O Gad, Men grow ſuch Clowns when they are 
married. | 

Bell. That they are fit for no Company but their Wives. 

Belin. Nor for them neither, in a little time — l ſwear, at the 
month's end, you ſhall hardly find a Marrid-man, that will do a civil 
thing to his Wife, or ſay a civil thing to any body elſe. Jeſu! how he 
looks already. Ha, ha, ha: | 

Bell. Ha, E. ha. N 

Heart. Death, Am I made your Laughing-ſtock ? For you, Sir, I 
ſhall find a time; but take off your Waſp here, or the Clown may grow 
boiſtrous, I have a *ly-flap. 

Belin. You have occaſion for't, your Wife has been blown upon. 

Bell. That's home. 

Heart. Not Fiends or Furies could have added to my vexation, or 
any thing, but another Woman You've wrack d my patience; be 


Sone, or By U Zell. Hold, 
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Bel. Hold, hold. What the Devil, thou wilt not draw upon a Woman! 

Vain. What's the matter ? | 1 1 

Hram. Bleſs me, What have you done to him? 

Belin. Only touch'd a gall'd-beaſt till he winch'd. 

fog Bellmour, Give it over; you vex him too much? *tis all ſerious 
to him. | 
Belin. Nay, I ſwear, I begin to pity him, my lf. _ | 
Heart. Damn your pity -— But let me be calm a little Ho have 
E deſerv'd this of you? Any of ye? Sir, have I impair'd the Honour of 

our Houſe, promis'd your Siſter Marriage, and wior'd her, Wherein 
ave I injur'd you? Did I bring a Phyſician to your Father when he lay 
expiring, and endayour to prolong his life, and you. one-and-twenty ? 
Madam, have I had an.opportunity with you an bauk d it? Did you 
ever offer me the Favour that I refus d it? O La Hes 

Belin. Oh foh;W hat does the filthy follow mean?Lard,let me be gone. 
Aram. Hang me, if I pity you; you are right enough ſerv'd. 

Bell. This is a little ſcurrilous tho“. : 

Vain. Nay, tis a Sore of your own ſcratching - Well George 

Heart. You are the principal Cauſe of all my. preſent Ills. If Sylvia 
Had not your Whore, my Wife might have been honeſt. 

Vain. And if Sylvia had not been your Wife, my Whore might have 
been juſt — There, we are even But have a good heart, I heard of 
your misfortune, and come to your relief. | 

Heart. When Execution's over, you offer a Reprieve., 

Vain. What would you give? 2 or 

Heart. Oh! any thing, every thing, a Leg or two, or an Arm; nay, 
I'would be divorced from my Virility, to be divorced from my Wife. 

Enter Sharper. 1 5 

Vain. Faith that's a ſure way - But Ber- one can ſell you freedom 
better cheap. „„ bii-Q {14 

Sharp. Vainlove, J have been a kind of a God-tather to you, yonder. 
1.have promiſed and vow'd ſome things in your Name, which I think 
you are bound to perform. | wh Sit 

Vain. No ſigning to a Blank, friend. 

Sharp. No, rot deal fairly with you —*Tis a full and free Diſcharge to 
Sir Foſ.ph Mittal and Captain Bluffe ; for all injuries whatſoever, = 
unto you by them, untill the preſent Date hereof — How fay you?. 

Vain. Agreed. | x1 

Sharp. Then, let me beg theſe Ladies to wear their, Maſques, a mo- 
ment. | ; 

Heart. What the Devil's all this to me? (A. 

Vain. Patience. | 

Re-Enter Sharper, with Sir Joſeph, Bluffe, Sylvia, Lucy, Setter. 

Ent. All Injuries whaticever, Mr. Sharper. 

Sir % Ay, ay, whatlocyer, Captain, ſtick to that; whatſoever, 
Sharp, 
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Sharp. Tis done, thoſe Gentlemen, are witneſſes tothe general Releaſe 
Vain. Ay, ay, to this inſtant Moment — I have paſt an Act of Ob- 
liyion. | 4] a ; | 
: 8 2. Tis very generous, Sir, ſince I needs muſt own. 
Sir Fsſ. No, no, Captain, you need not own, Heb, heh, heh. Tis! 
muſt own. | | Pil | 7 
Bluffe. That you are over-reach'd too, ha, ha, ha, only a little 
Art military uſed -— only undermined, or ſo, as ſhall appear by the tai: 
Araminta, my Wive's permiſſion. Oh, the Devil, cheated at laft * 
e ata) Ti 186 (Lucy unmaſques. 
Six-Foſ, Only alittle Art-military Trick, Captain, onlycountermin'd, 
214 or ſo—Mr. Vainlove, I ſuppoſe you know whom I have got - now, hut 
| all's forgiven. . 62351 1507 wo 
Vain. I know whom you have not got; pray Ladies convince him. 
1 Aram. and Belin. unmaſque 
4 Jeſ. Ah! O Lord, my heart akes Ah! Setter, a Rogue ofall 
es | | 


Sharp. Sir Joſeph, you had better have pre-engag'd this Gentlemans 
Pardon: For though Vainlove be ſo generous to give the loſs of his 
Miſtreſs I knqw not how Heart wel may take the, 3 of his Wife. 

| - (Sylviaunmaſque: 

Hear. My Wife! By this Light *tis ſhe, the very Cockatrice Oh 
mn. ſh Let me embrace thee—But art thou ſureſhe is really married 
to him! * 

Setter. Really and lawfully married, Iam witneſs. 

Sharp. Bellmour will unriddle to you. ( Heartwell goes to Bellmour 

Sir Joſ. Pray, Madam, who are yon? For I find, you and I are like ta 
be better acquainted. | 

Sylv. The worſt of me, is, that I am your Wife 

Sharp. Come, Sir Jeſeph, your Fortune is not fo bad as you fear—A 
fine Lady, and a Lady of very good quality. 

Sir Jo/. Thanks to my Knight-hood, ſhe's a Lady ———— 

Vain. —T hat deſerves a Fool with a better Title—Pray uſe her as 
my Relation, or you ſhall hear owt. 

Blaff. What, are you a Woman of Quality too, Spouſe ? 

Setter. And my Relation; pray let her be reſpected accordingly — 
Well, honeſt Lucy, Fare thee well—l think, you and I have been Play- 
fellows off and on, any time this Seven Years. 

Lucy. Hold your 1 thinking what Vocation I ſhall fol- 

low while my Spoule is planting Lawrels in the Wars. 

Blujj. No more Wars, Spouſe no more Wars While I plant Law- 
rel for my Head abroad, I may find the branches ſprout at home. 

Heart. Bellmonr, | approve thy mirth, and thank thee—-And I cau- 
not in gratitude (for 1 fee which way thou art going). ſee thee fall into 
the ſame ſnare, out of which thay haſt GET me, | 

=> 2 Rel. 1 
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Fel. I thank thee, Sorge, for thy * intention But there i is a fat 
tality in Marriage For I find I'm reſolute. 

Heart. Then good Counſel will be thrown away upon you — For my 
part I have once eſcapꝰd And when I wed again, may ſhe deen 
As an old Baẽwd. 

Vain. — Wnatur'd, as an old Maid 
Bell. Wanton as a young Widow 
Sharp. And 8 eas a barren Wife, - 
Heart. Agreed 
Bell. We N idſt of theſe dreadful n. and notwith- 

Randing the Waring and Example before me, I commit my {elf to 

laſting Durance. 

Belin. Priſoner, make much of your Fetters. (Giving her Hund 

Bell. + wy Will you keep us in Countenance. 

ws l 1 preſume to hope ſo great a 3 

e had better take the Advantage of a little of our Friends 

Eipede firſt. 

Zell. O my Conſcience ſhe dare not conſent, for fear he fnou'd recant 
(Aſide. ) Well, 7 4 have your Company to Church in the Mor- 


ning —- May be i get you an Appetite to ſee ws fall too before ye.. 
Sutter, did not you tell me. i 
Setter. They're at the Door: I'll call' em in. | 


A Daves-- 


Fel. Now ſet me forward on a Jourtey' for life --— Core whe 
your Fellow-Travellers. Old George, Pm forry to ſee thee ſtill plod 
on alonc. | 

Heart, With gandy Plumes and gingling Bens made proud, 3 

The youthful Beaſt ſets forth, and neighs aloud. 

A Morning-Sun his Tinſell'd Harneſs Sins, 

And the firſt Stage a Down- bill Green- word pies: - 

But,. Oh 
W hat rugged ways attend the Noom of Life! 
(Our Sun declines, ) and with what anxious Sitrif, 5 

What pain we tug that galling Load, a Wife 

All Cour ſers the firſt Heat with vigour run; 

Nut *tis with W hip and — the Race! 15 won. (Fæunt Omni. 
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A avaſh Girl, who will all Hazayds run, 
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And be enjcy dj tho ſare to be undoue . n 


Soon 4c her Curioſity is over, 
Would give the World fhe'coull her Toy rea 
So fares it with han Poet; aud Pm ſent © 
Toe tell you, he already does repent a 
Would you were all a; forward, to keep Len 
Now the Deed's done, the Giday-thing has 
Tothink oth Sting, that's inthe tail of PI 
Methinks I hear him in Conſideration ! 
What will the World ſay? Where's my R. 
Nom thats at ſtake . Vo fool, tis out- 
If toſs of that ſhould follow mant of Wit, 
How many Undone Men were in the Pit! 
WW wa fomt Comfort," to an Author*; |_. 
1 g an Aſs, be will be TNA bys Peers, 

at hold-— I am exceeding my Commiſiios ; 
My Buſineſs here, was humbly to Petition : 
But we're ſo us'd to rail on theſe occafions, 
J could not help one tryal of your Patience: 
Fortis our way (you know ) for fear ot worſt, 
To be before-hand ſtill, and cry Fool fir ſt. 
How ſay you, Sparks ? do you ſt and affetted ? 

1 ſwear, young Bays within, is 6 de jected, 

I would grieve your hearts to fee him; shall I call him ? 
But then jou cruel Criticks would ſo maul him 
Tet, may be, you'll encourage a beginner; 
But how? — Juſt as the Devil does x Sinner, 
Women and Wits are uS'd'&'n mach at one, 


Tou gain your Ends, aud dann em when youve done. 
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Court of Au- 
Alzen eU 
Mytu. s King of Pontus 
Theodoſius or the Force * Love 
Ceſar Borgia 
>. Lucius Junius Brutus 
| Conſtantine 
* Oedipus King of Thebes 
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The Maſſacre of Paris SGameſter , non 
The Princeſs of Cleve + Timon of W 


; . LE SI Conqueſt of Granada, 
Ab = Frau e W. 
ramule 04 m 
Adventures of Madrid 1 ich Love. 
Amorous Widow ; 1 Tempeſt | 4 11 
Love at a Venture Ie n fan Love 01 e108 | 
Recruiting Officer Love T —— 2 oe 
Tunbr idge 9 LOR ot, Love Betray d 0 
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BOOKS fold 5 Egbert Sanger 


VI, 


Daiſon's Remarks oh ſeveral parts of Tray in the Years 1701 
1702, 


O 
The Diſpen 11 4 2 Poem, in ſix Canto's ; the ſixth BONN 


CareleſsHusband | br 


with ſeveral N Deſcr/ptions and 1 never before Printed. 


Senecas Morals, by Way of Abſtract. To which is added "= 


Diſcourſe under the Title of An After Thought, by Sir Roger” 


L'Eſtrange. The Ninth Edition. 


The oy Fo of Decimus J Junius Juvenalis tranſlated into Exlinb 


Verſe by den, and foveral other Eminent Hands. To- 
gether with che 8 "a of Aulus Perſus Flaccus, made Engliſh by 
Mr. Dryden, with Explanatory Notes at the end of — wp LY 
to which is prefix*@a Diſcourſe concerning the Original and 
greſs of Satyr. The Third Edition with Sculptures: 

Sir George Etheridge's Works. 
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Spaniſh Wives + Younger Brother, or Amor 
Ungatural Brother 4 Wn 
no Plot Rover, or Baniſh'd 
Fs parts. 
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— or the Sham-Doftor" City Heireſs.” * TINT 
Cyrus the Great, or the „„ 


dy of Love. Titus Andronicus 
Don Quixot in 3 parts. | City Politicks 
Marriage-hater match d - Debauchee wa Tas 
Country Wake : {Rival Quegns eh 
Neglected Virtue Villian Web. 2:06; 
Pyrrhus King of Epirus Sir Anthony Love . / 3 
Very good Wife Princeſs of Cleves 
Womans We or N in Fa» Anthony and 3 
ſhion , Diſappointment © 
She Gallants Fond Husband 
Zullen Lovers. Woman Captain 
Humouriſts Kival Ladies 
Mackbeth VVives Excyſe © 
Ibrahim the 1 3th Emperor of Bury Fair 
the Turks. Novelty 
Canterbury Gueſts. Tempeſt 
Loſt Lovers Chances 
Love's a ſeſt Friendſhip in ation P4 
Tate r | FE ot. th 6 hs. 
on Cuckolds Indian 
Earl of. Eſſex A SF Philaſter 9 
Squire of Alſatia. WW. | - e 
Devil of a Wite Sir Martin RAY | 
Cleomenes |. State or Innocence 
Don Sebaſtian Trraytor 
Eunuch Virtue betrayd 
Henry the Second, or che Death VVild Gallant 
of Roſamnd  , Empreſs of Morocco 
Oroonoko Love and a Bottle 
Abdelazar | Herod the Great 
Paitor Fido Ion Fo 
Love for Money Innocent Miſtreſs 
1 Sh lia Impoſtor defeated 
Alcibiades 
Old Amazon Queen 
Ambitious Stateſman 
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